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PROLOGUE, 


WRITTEN BY W. T. FITZGERALD, ESQ. 


SPOKEN BY MR. TOMS, 


To each new Play, a Prologue muft appear, 
Like Poet Laureat’s Ode to each New-Year— 
But here, at once, the fimile mutt end, 

Chance is the Laureat’s, not the Prologue’s Friend: 
He may anticipate the coming hour, 

By the prophetic Mufe’s magic pow’r; 

But we, like fhewmen, trumpet forth our ware, 
Promife you feafts ; but thew no Bill of Fare: 
Bound down to fecrecy we mutt not fa : 

One word upon the fubject of the Play. 

Yet for Our Author this I dare impart, 

He bears your former favours next his heart--—- 
And though the courfe he fteers to night be new, 
He fears no quickfands, piloted by you; 

Whofe powerful aid, and ftill fuftaining hand, 
Have ever brought his little bark to land, 

And moor’d her where his hope begins and ends, 
Safe in the haven of his gen’rous friends. 


Perhaps thefe crouded benches may contain 

Some who’ve been fool’d in Fortune’s giddy train! 
Some who, with ceafelefs toil, purfuing wealth, 
Have gain’d their obje@ but have lof their health; 
And prov’d, at length, that gold can ne’er beftow, 
A balm for ficknefs, or a fhield for woe: 

Some, who ambitious of a fleeting name, 

Have barter’d Happinefs, and Peace for Fame; 
And found too late, in Difappointment’s fchool, 
How oft Ambition makes'us Fortune’s F ool. 


Our Author on Thalia’s treafury draws——~ 

An annual candidate for your applaufe ! 

Which, like the frefh’ning dews of rifing morn, 
Hangs, through his life, a gem on ev’ry thorn! 
To night, once more, his fate on you depends, 

His gen’rous patrons, and his pow’rful friends ! 
"T'was you who brighten’d up his early day, 

And now to independence lead the way! 

The curtain drop’d, he’ll prove, if you have {mil’d, 
Not Fortune’s Fool, but Fortune’s fav’rite Child! 
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OCENE.---4n Apariment in an Forte.---on one 


Jide of -a Table Sir Cuaries Danvers difcovered 
Gfleep---on the other fide Lady DANVERS, read- 
ing. | 


Lapy.---( Putting down ber Book.) 
Heicuo !_--Jf this be the beginning of a run- 


away inazch, what will be the end of it ?---Here 
am I but juit return from Gretna-Green, and 
there’s the loving partner of my joys.---(Sir 
Cuares wakes and looks at her.)---How the man 
flares ?---it’s very odd with what aftonifhment 
we always look at one another ?---as much as to 
fay, how in the name of Hymen did we two come 
together ?----My life ! 

Sir Charles. My foul ! 

Lady. Come, come---it’s time to refleét---now 
we’re married and return’d to London, ’tis fit you 
fhould leave this Hotel and think of an eftablith- 

—ment.---How much did you fay your fortune was, 
Sir Charles? 

Sir Charles. Wortune!---that depends on my 
uucle ; and perhaps he is offended.---How much 
did you fay yours was? | 
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Lady. That depends on my mother; and per- 
haps fhe is offended. 

Sir Charles. Indeed! What’s to be done then? 
---Pray, Mifs Seymour---Lady Danvers, I mean 
---what induc’d you to elope with me? 

Lady. I don’t know---my mother wanted 
me to marry Mr. Orville, whom I hated---you 
made love to me---told me matrimony was Ely- 
fium ; and fo, without thinking 

Sir Charles. Without thinking !---ah! that was 
my cale---reftlefs in my difpofition---tir’d of dif- 
fipation, I thought to find happinefs in domeftic 
life---Well, well---we had a pleafant journey to 
Scotland, however. 

_ Lady. Very---but coming back, Sir Charles--- 
Oh! what an alteration ! 

Str Charles. Alteration !---how ? 

Lady. Tow !---why the whole way to Gretna- 
Green were you not all love, adoration, and at- 
tention; and in a little hour after the blackfmith 
had received his fee, didn’t you become a dif- 
ferent man?---before we re-crofs’d the Tweed, 
you amus’d yourfelf by yawning---at Newcattle 
you talk’d of the expences of travelling---at York 
you forgot to hand me out of the carriage---at 
Doncatter, when I order’d your favourite dinner, 
you faid there was’nt a difh you could eat---at 
Grantham, I faw you throw glances at the cham- 
bermaid---from Stamford to London you wrangled 
with the drivers, and groan’d at the turnpikes ; 
and from the time we arrived, till now, have you 
wpened your eyes ? 


fi 


?---No---if you are my partner, 
you’re a fleeping one, I’m fure, Sir Charles. 

Sir Charles. Lady Danvers, I confefs the truth 
ef all this, and fincerely afk your pardon; but the 
fact is, I found that we had rufh’d precipitately 
into 
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into marriage, without confidering the confe- 
quences---too late I found it, for if our friends 
defert us, how are we to live ?---I fpent all my 
fortune on the road. 

Lady. (agitated) You dont fay fo. 

Sir Charles. The laft fhilling went to the laft 
poft-boy---you don’t know the expences of a 
family---a man may fteer his own veffel through 
the forms of life, but if he takes another in tow--- 

Lady. Down they both go to the bottom ;--- 
upon my word we’re in a very pleafant firuation--- 
but you forget what you faid, Sir Charles, you 
vow’d that you could live with me on a cruft in 
a cottage---light a fire with me under a hedge--- 
beg---ftarve with me—— 

Six Charles. Did 12---I’m forry for it---I can 
encounter poverty myfelf, but to make an inno- 
cent girl partake of it!---No, no---I have been 
diffipated---not difhonett. 

Lady. Then you would’nt ftarve with me---now 
that’s unfair, Sir Charles; for I think 1 could 
undergo a great deal for you---’m not fure that 
you love me, nor indeed have I had time to afk 
my heart whether it loves you, but fomething 
tells me, (and don’t think me romantic) that 
your diftreffes have excited fenfations towards you, 
which your riches might never have infpir’d. 

Sir Charles. Generous git] !_--Come---Fortune 
fill may aid us---your mother may forget---my 
uncle may forgive---by this time they know of 
our return, and---heh !---who’s here? 

Lady. Mifs Union, the match-maker, and her 
nephew Mr. Orville. 

‘Sir Charles. That Orville !---was he to be your 
hufband ?---Zounds !---how the plot thickens !--- 
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1 owe his uncle ten thoufand pounds, and if the 
old Colonel approved of his marrying you. 

Lady. He approv’d of it fo much, that on the 
match taking place, he meant to fettle on Orville 
all his laree Cornwall eftate. 


Enter Miss Union and ORVILLE. 


Mifs' Union. Welcome from Scotland, my 
pretty runaways---now anfwer me Mifs---What is 
your apology for refufing my nephew---what right 
had you to marry ?---or what right has any body to 
marry without confulting me; ’ant I the firft of 
match- makers ?---don’t I make it my profeffion ? 
and if that barbarous black{mith is to rob me ofmy 
greateit pleafure--. > 

Sir Charles. Your pardon, Mifs Union---but 
what is your bufinefs here? 

Mijs Unions My bufinefs is to inform Lady 
Danvers, that in confequence of her Gretna Green 
excurfion, her mother hopes for the honour of 
never feeing or hearing from her again, 

_ Sir Charles. (to Orville ). And now, fir, what is 
your’s ? 

Orville. To inform you, fir, that for the fame 
reafon, your uncle, Sir Bamber, difinherits you, 
and hopes for the honour of adopting a new heir. 

Mifs Union. Yes: the young Welchman has 
cut you out in both places.---The fon of a poor 
parfon, and the aukward beau of Langothlen, is 
the new heir to Sir Bamber, and fhall be the new 
hufband to Mrs. Seymour, 

Lady. Tufband to my mother! 

Mis Union. To be fure---has’nt fhe often told 
you, that if you married any body but Orville, the 
would marry too! and when the was purfuing you 
and her carriage broke down, did’nt the young 
Welchman come up and fave her life ? 

3 } Orville. 
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_ Orv. And has’nt fhe given him. her picture as 
4 proof of her affection ? 

Sir Charles. YM not believe a fvllable of 1t---at 
leat Pll have better authority than your words for 
it---Lady Danvers, do you make a perfonal ap- 
plication to your mother---1’ll do the fame to my 
uncle, and if they perfift in deferting us, I know 
the worft---Mrs. Seymour cannot refufe her 
daughter maintenance, and I'll feek my fortune 
finely.---Come. 

Lady. Who can this obtruder be !---perhaps 
though, he is not attach’d. 

Mifs Union. He not attach’d !—-what then? 
can’t I fhew Mrs: Seymour how to decoy him 
into the fnares? how to manage her words? her 
eyes? her fighs? how to excite his affection, by 
concealing her own? 

Lady. Conceal affection ! 

Sir Charles. Yes: conceal affection, annihilate 
paffion, extirpate fenfibility—in fhort, turn rob- 
ber—footpad—and by the fire of the eye, inftead 
of the flafh of the piftol, defraud the artlefs and 
unthinking, of their fortune, health, and happi- 
nefs! This is Mifs Union’s road to matri- 
mony—we have chofen a different one, and if 
our friends forgive us come Juliana—we won't 
defpair. [ Exit with Lady Danvers. 

Orv. So-far, fo well!—Diftrefs will make them 


quarrel—then comes a feparation—then perhaps 


a divorce, and then my dear aunt, Lady Dan- 
vers, and the large Cornwall eftate may be mine 
ftill—befides, I love her more than ever—but 
about the young welchman—about Ap: Hazard— 
how has he got into favour with his godfather, Sir 

Bamber Blackletter ? 
Mifs Union, VM tell you-you know the old 
ene. book- 
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bookworm is fo fond of ancient authors; that he 
is about to publifh a new edition of Chaucer— 
now you underftand } have fome hope of mak- 
ing him my hufband, by perfuading him Iam in 
pofteffion of a fuppos’d manufcript of that poet, 
and Ap-Hazard has a ftronger hold on his affee- 
tions—he has brought to town a buft—an ori- 
ginal buft of Geoffery Chaucer !—think of that 
nephew. 

ol Excellent !—and how did he come by 
it: 

Mzfs Union. It has long been in poffeffion. of 
his father who is a firft coufin of Sir Bamber’s, 
and knowing his character, thinks this Prefent 
will prove a rare introduCtion for his fon—and fo 
it will!—the Baronet is but juft returned to town, 
and hafn’t feen it; but he writes me word he is 
fo delighted with the account of the old head, 
and fo out of humour with Sir Charles, that he 
fhall turn his thoughts entirely to his godfon—The 
welchman’s a lucky creature. 

Orv. He lucky !—-why he’s Fortune’s Fool !— 
when I knew him in Wales, one continued feries 
of ill luck purfued him—if he touch’d china, it 
broke—if he went fhooting, his gun burit—if 
hunting, there was no game—if he play’d at. 
whifty his partner could neither trump nor follow 
fuit—if he fell in love, his miftrefs married fome- 
body elfe, and he told me himfelf, if he’d been a 
phyfician, as. his father wifh’d him, every body 
would have enjoy’d high health, and he been the 
only fick man in all Wales—oh! as the fuccefs 
ef our fchemes depends on him, I dread a return 
of his bad fortune. 

Mifs Union. ,Do you? then find him out di- 
rectly—inftruct, advife him—ftay, Mrs. Seymour 
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is-waiting to confult me on the old topic, fo Pil 
go with you—l fhou’dn’t think of Sit Charles 
finding fault indeed \_-where’s the great harm in 
being a match-maker >_-we women have few oc~ 
cupations, and if lawyers and proctors are pal 

for dividing people, why may’nt I be feed for 
uniting them? Then if you talk of phyficians, 
Orville—they’re feed for providing one article 0 

intelligence for a new{paper—l another; and I 
leave you to judge, whether marriage or death 
is the pleafanteft piece of information, [Exeunt. 


SCENE—View of the T hames—the Bridges—Surry 
Hills--a foewy failing Boat at Anchor. 


Enter Ap-HaZARD. 


Ap-Hazard. There’s the river—and the bridges 
yonders a chapel—next door’s a billiard table— 
here comes a funeral—there goes 4 wedding-— 
Oh! it’s a rare town—get OP though, friend Ap- 
Hazard—remember you're only come for a fort- 
night’s pleafure, and fo where next? ( Looks 1%. 
his pocket book.) 


Enter ORVILLE. 


Orv. There he is! and wonderful to fay, not 
in a fcrape yet! Mr. Ap-Hazard, welcome to 
town. 

Ap-Hazard. What! my old Welch companions 
Mr. Orville! (They foake hands.) 

Ory. Well! how much do you know of Lon- 
don ?—Have you feen the Squares—the Parks— 
the City—St. Pauls— ! 


Ap-Hazard. 3 have; and the Bank, and the 
B 4 Tower 
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Tower—A pothecarie’s Fall, and the Buryine- 
grounds—the Gaming Houfes in St. James’s-ftreet; 
and the Spungine Houfes in Chancery-lane---the 
Bears in the Stock Exchange, and the Beafts in Fx. 
eter Change—laft night I went to the Theatres— 
they were fo full I couldn’t get in—this morning } 
went to the Prifons—they overflow’d too—oh ! 
What a cruel town Mr. Orville, when if 4 man. 
WARES CQ 480 to. jail,” ‘there isn't “raom “6 admit 
him. 

Orv. Trué; it’s very hard—but where elfe have 
you been? 

4p-Hazard. Every where—[Pye been in Lon- 
don only’ two days, and I know more of it, than 
half the cocknies who were born in it—oh ! it’s 
2 glorious place '—they faid I fhould find the 
ftreets pav’d -with gold, and I have! Mrs, Sey- 
mour means to make me her hufband—Sir Bam- 
ber his heir—ay, none of my old ill-luck now— 
Pye got my equivalent, 

Orv. Have you ?—then keep it—remember 
you. were. born under an unlucky planet, and 
from the day of your birth, to the prefent hour, 
your life has been one catalogue’ of crofs acci- 
dents. | 

“p-Hazard. Iknow it; but here I breathe a 
lucky air, and-if I do get into a fcrape, I know 
how to-get, out of it—* what’s to pay 2” 

Orv. What’s to pay! 

Ap-Haxzard... Yes 3° what’s . to pay '—in . this 
town I find every body, as*well as €vey thing, has 
its price—men of fafhion, and. men of no fathion 
~——high ladies—low ladies——authors, Jews, beaus, 
pigs, theep, and monkies, are all tobe bought 
and fold; therefore if my .evil genius. fhould. rife 
again, here is a little gentleman thas will foon lay 

him, 
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him. (Pulls out a purfe of uncommon length.) 
Ay; theyll not eafily get to the bottom of It 3 
fo “ what’s to pay °” damme “ what’s to pay,” 
Is my watch word while I {tay in London. 

Orv. What! you think money an excufe for 
every abfurdity ? 

Ap-Hazard. To. be fure—if I. knock a man 
down—* what’s to pay?”---if I kifgs a married 
woman---“ what’s to pay 2”--~if ] marry myfelf--- 
mp mtat’s, to pay °-_-if I'corle inte parlhament--- 
what's to pay 2” Money will mend crack’t 
heads---broken hearts, and wounded reputations-~ 
therefore I fay again, ‘* what’s to pay,” is my 
Motto in the hour of danger. 

Orv. Well, but take notice; mine and your 
friend Mifs Union’s fchemes depend on your fuc. 
cefs. Sir Charles and Lady Danvers are our ene. 
mies ; and if you marry Mrs. Seymour, and are 
adopted by Sir Bamber, they meet the ruin they 
merit; if you fail, they triumph: recolle@ For. 
tune’s a flippery jade. 

Ap- Hazard. Oh, curfe her; I know her; fhe 
has led me fuch a life of it but now I defy 
her---fhe can’t dafh the cup from my lip now--- 
no, no---Mrs, Seymour has given me her pic- 
fure, and the buft fecures old Blackletter. I tel} 
you what---life’s a lottery---I’ve hitherto had ten 
blanks to a prize---and now Pll go buy the 
thirty thoufand. 

Orv. No; go and have your firft interview with 
your godfather heh ! who’s landing from that 
boat ?—~as I live, Tom Seymour. 

Tom Seymour (without..) Row back, I tell you. 

Orv. If he thould find out his mother is about 
to be married to this fellow however he don’t 
meddle in family affairs, (afide.) 


Tom 
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Tom Seymour ( without.) Pull hard my lads. 

Ap-Hazard (looking out. ) What fart fea cap- 
tain’s this? I’m a bit of a failor myfelf, and as I 
fhould like to hear about the dock-yards, and 
the late fea engagements, Pll talk to him—by his 
appearance he muft be a very great naval cha- 
sacter. 

Orv. (afide.) Great naval character! ha! ha! 
poor Tom Seymour \—he never faw the fea in 
his life—never was below Gravefend he is a 


frefhwater failor. 


Enter Tom Srymour, dre/s'd im white trowferss 
&c. 


Tom (fpeaking as be enters. ) Pull hard I tell 
you—fave as much of the wreck as youcan; and, 
d’ye hear, look out fharp for the log-book——- 
Zounds ! what a tempeft? and what a profeffion! 
We failors are always expofed to peril, while 
thefe land lubbers here—what Orville! never off 
fhore. 

Ap. Hazard. Stormy weather, noble captain ! 

Orv. (to Tom, who fiares at Ap-Hazard.) He's 
a friend of mine, fom Wales: but what's the 
matter? You feem agitated. 

Tom. Well I may—Tve been fhipwreck’d. 

Orv. Shipwreck’d |—-where ? 

Ap-Hazard. Ys where, fir?—where? Oh, 
how I like to hear about a fhipwreck. When did 
it happen ? Where was it, captain ?—in the Chan- 
nel? 

Tom. No; in Chelfea Reach. 

Ap-Hazard. Cheliea Reach! Why what new 
ocean’s that? ~ But tell me; did the fhip founder, 
or did fhe drive againft a large ridge of barbarous 
rocks ? 


Tom. 
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Tom. Neither: fhe drove againft a little arch 
of Batterfea Bridee—off Millbank we loft our 
mainma{t—at Vauxhall we fprung a leak—and at 
Ranelagh we threw overboard 

Ap-Hazard. All your live ftock, ftores and pro- 
vifions ? 

Tom. All our umbrellas, fpencers, and opera- 
glaffes. 

Ap-Hazard. Umbrellas and opera-glafies ! 
Why what fantaftic jackanapes is this? Fortune’s 
at her tricks again, I fee; but let what will be 
the confequence, I'l] afk him one more queftion. 
Sir—captain, if the fhip was loft, how came you 
not to fink with it? 

Lom. Y did fink with it. 

Ap-Hazard. What you were drown’d, were 
you? 

Tom. No, not exactly; becaufe when fhe came 
to the bottom, I ftood on the deck, and was knee 
high in the river. Drown’d! blefs your fat head— 
how can a man be drown’d in feven inch water? 
Oh, you'll never be of fervice to your country. 

4p-Hazard. No; but you fhall; for Pll fetch a 
prefs-gang Pit (going. ) 

Orv. (ftopping bim.) Softly : will you force your 
ill-luck—purpofely get into a fcrape? Confider, 
the cards are in your own hands. 

Ap-Hazard. They are. 

Orv. Would you throw them away, then? 

Ap-Hazard. No, thank ye—thank ye—What’s 
to pay, fir? (to Tom.) 

Orv. (to Tom.) You'll excufe my friend, Mr. 
Seymour—he’s a ftrange creature. Come, never 
mind the lofs of your fhip; you have more than 
one, you know. 

Tom. To be fure I have. There’s the Spright- 
ly Kitty! (pointing to the veffel at anchor.) Cleo- 
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patra’ s galley was but a coal-barge to it—fhe’s 
my favourite, becaufe my fifter furnith’d the cabin 
for me: swath now I think on’t, Orville, what’s 
all this hurricane in my family? Tm told Ju- 
liana has put to fea with Sir Charles Danvers— 
mefs! I muft keep a good look out—that is, 
when the failing match is over. 

Orv. Youll find your fiflter has behav’d very 
ifr. | 

Tom. Shall 1? I don’t think it: more likely I 
fhall find others have behav’d ill to her; and, if 
that’s the cafe, fhe fhan’t want a friend, I promife 
you—while I can fwim, my fifter fhan’t fink ! 
What fay you, Mr. 

a Hazard. Sey that fince I came to London, 
it’s the only fenfible fpeech I’ve heard. Sir, I 
beg pardon for hinting at a prefs-gane—you are 
» great naval character, and Vl fail with you—at 
the rifk of my life, Pll fail with you. 

Tom. So you fhall—not to-day, though—I’m 
going to dine at La Fleece’em’s club. 

Ap-Hazard. "Then Vll go and dine at La 
Fleece’em’s along with you. 

Tom. Why, your friend’s a ftrange creature in- 
deed, Orville; however, I like his familiarity— 
fo you fhall go and dine with me; and what’s 
more, I’ll make you one of the {quadron, and 
you fhall wear the uniform. 

Ap-Hazard. So I will: Vll wear the uniform. 

Tom. And you fhall be in my fett—the aquatic 
fett—all as great naval characters as myfelf—and 
you fhal] hear of nothing but rowing, failing, 
fifhing—and you fhall play a rubber. 

. Ap-Hazard. Stop there—I’m tied up. 

Tom. ‘Tied up! what you lofe now and then? 

Ap-Hazard, Lofe now and then! If you'll be- 

lieve 
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lieve me, I never turn’d up an honour in all my 
life: however, Fortune {miles at prefent, and 
there’s nothing like pufhing it; fo come, ‘Orville 
—Ccome, my noble captain—(afide to Orville. Jal 
feel my ground, and you and Mifs Union may 
count the game your own—I’ll beggar the club, 
marry the widow, bamboozle old Blackletter, ' 
and then we’ll all take fuch a fea voyage in the 
Sprightly Kitty 7 

Lom. No, no; no falt-water for me—let me 
encounter the billows of the Thames, not be 
tofs’d on the tumultuous ocean—give me a failing 
match, not a fea ficht—a trip to Richmond, not 
a voyage to China and initead of being thip- 
wreck’d on rocks and quickfands, Batterfea Bridge 
and feven inch water for Tom Seymour. Come, 
my boys, come to the elub,-and I'll thew you 
how to hold honours, and {ail again{t wind and 
tide ! : ae [ Excunt, 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE. Str BamBER BLACKLETTER 'S 


Library. 


Sin Cuaries Danvers difcovered writing at @ 
Table. 


Sir Charles. So—there’s a match for the match- 
maker however—Trick for trick, Mifs Union !— 
ler me fee—(reads) ‘‘ Matrimony. A lady, who 
«« has a heart to difpofe of, would be happy to 
<< wnite to.a man of fenfe, of honour—fhe 1s in- 
¢ different about fortune, as fhe has two thow- 
« fand a year in a brafs manufactory—apply to 
«< Mifs U ,. No. 402, Grefvenor-ftreet.— 
«© N.B. She would prefer an officer in the army 
« or navy.”—Ay! ay! that’s touching Mus 
Union on her fore fubject, and if this advertife- 
ment don’t torment her, Vll try fomething elfe— 
Pil teach her to bufy herfelf with other people’s 
affairs. 


Enter Samucy with the Buft of Cuaucer—be puts 
it on the Table. | 


Sir Charles. There’s the buft of Chaucer, I 
fuppofe—the celebrated treafure, that 1s to turn 
me out of this houfe and fix the young Welchman 
in my place—Samuel, who gave you this curiofity ? 

Samuel. Mr. Ap-Hazard, Sir—he is now below 
with Mifs Union, waiting to be introduced to 
mafter—icod !—he comes at a bitter bad time, for 
Sir Bamber is fo bad with the gout. 

Sir Charles. The gout, has he ?—very well! 
—leave me—I too am waiting to fee Sir eee 

I or 
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for I won’t lofe my rights without ftruggling hard 
for them, I’m determined—(Samuel exit )—in the 
mean time, [Pll copy this matrimonial advertife~ 
ment for Mifs Union. (Sits at table, writing). 


Enter Ap-Hazarp and Miss Union. 
Ap-Hazard. 1 tell you I’ve relaps’d—the dif- 


order has returned, and in London as well as 
Wales, Fortune will whirl me into fcrapes—Oh ! 
that great naval character!—to decoy me to the 
club—win my money—my trinkets—get my note 
for fifty pounds, and then challenge me ! 

Mi/s Union. Challenge you !—Why ? 

Ap-Hazard. Becaufe when I found that debts 
of honour were now a days no more thought of 
than other debts; I fnap’d my fingers in his face ; 
called him a frefh-water pirate, and faid I’d pay 
him in opera-glaffes and umbrellas !—-on this, he 
challene’d me—then I run—for there’s my luck 
again !—I dar’nt fight a duel—no—I dar’nt—un- 
Jefs it could be manag’d in an amicable way; by 
calling in the conftables, or firing at fifty paces 


—at fifty paces, s’blood! I could exchange fifty 


fhots. 

Mis Union. Well!—but how did this end ?— 
did the Captain overtake you? 

Ap-Hazard. No—I got the ftart and kept it, 
and now my only chance is never feeing him 
or the Sprightly Kitty again!—if he catches me, 
{ma drown’d man.---Oh! I’ve got into my old 
train of ill-luck,---I fhall trip every ftep I take, 
and you and Orville will tumble along with me !--- 
(Sees Sir Charles Danvers at the table, and goes up to 
him.) What fine fellow’s this ?--a fervant I fuppofe ; 
for in this town they drefs fo fmartly---well! I 
don’t blame them---when matters drefs like pick- 

pockets, 
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pockets, fervants may drefs like gentlemen! 
Holloa !---you fir. 

Miifs Union. 1 fee there’s no keeping him out of 
a {crape !---come here---that’s your competitor, 
Sir Charles Danvers---he is waiting to conteft the 
point with you, and if you don’t get in favour with 
Sir Bamber he’ll ftill be his heir and I fhallofe 
my revenge !---hufh !---here is the old commen 
tator---now remember, on this interview depends 
your inheriting five thoufand a year. 


Enter Sin BAMBER BLACKLETTER aud SAMUELS: 


Sir Bamber (to Samuel). Blockhead .!---to puth 
againft me when I have the gout fo.bad in this 
hand, that] can’t even write my notes on Chaucer 
---go, and when the bookfeller comes, call me. 
(Samuel exit.)---ha!---my intended wife! my 
fweet Mifs Union !---well!---where is he?--- 
where’s my godfon !---where’s my new heir ?--- 

Mis Union, Here, fir,---here 1s Mr. Ap- 
Fazard---here is the owner of the celebrated buft !-- 
Now put on your beft manners---nothing like a firft 
impreffion---(afide to Ap-Hazard). : 

Ap-Hazard. 1 know it: and there I’m always 
lucky---(afide to Mifs.)---Oh, Sir Bamber! af 
you knew the pleafure I feel, in giving you this 
hearty fhake of the hand---(/bakes bis gouty hand 
very bard). 

Sir Bamber. And if you knew the pain I feel--- 
whough ! 

Ap-Hazard. What's to pay = 

Mifs Union. He is Fortune’s Fool indeed--- 
Make amends by praifing his library. (a/de to 
Ap-Hazard). 

Ap-Hazard. 1 will---what a fuperb library, Sir 

Bamber 
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Bamber ?---what a choice collection of ancient and 
modern publications ?--- 

Sir Bamber. Modern!---Sir, there’s no fuch 
trafh here-~-I hav’nt a book publifh’d within the 
prefent century, except John Gilpin, in four 
volumes. 

4p-Hazard. John Gilpin in four volumes--- 
pooh! he would'nt fill the column of a newfpaper. 

Sir Bamber. No---but I make him fill four 
octavo’s---why it is’nt the original author now a 
days---he’s never thought of---’tis the notes, 
alterations, illuftrations, emendations--- 

Ap-Hazard. And botheration!---I beg pardon, 
I mean commentations. 

Sir Bamber. Yes, Sir, and commentations,--- 
look at that folio now---it’s Gilderoy---that bonny 
boy, Gilderoy !---the poem originally confilts of 
about eighteen ftanzas: but my notes {well it to 
eighteen hundred lines !---and I hav’nt done yet--- 
I'll have a new edition with additions and revifions, 
and I’ll amplify the bonny boy into two thoufand. 

Mifs Union. Ay: and perhaps make two thou- 
fand by it Mr. Ap-Hazard---Chaucer moft likely 
did’nt get fifty pounds by his Poems, but Sir 
Bamber, with my manufcript, and a print from your 
buft, will make a fortune by his new edition--- 
then his drefs --is’nt it fo claffical.---This coat was 
once worn by the immortal Dryden. 

Sir Bamber. The fhoes were Rochefter’s, the 
waiftcoat Wycherly’s, and the wig, my old friend 
Hudibras’s---They fay I’m like Hudibras---Is’n’t 
curious 

4p-Hazard. Curious !-—-fince I came to town, Sir 


Bamber, you are by far the greateft curiofity Pve- 


feen---(Sir Charles Danvers advances ).---W hat do 


you want, fir. 
C Sur 
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Sir Bamber. Ay: what do-you want, fir-—hav’nt 
I told you that your marriage has undone you ?-~- 
that you are a dead letter, fir---this is my heir 
now. | 

Sir Charles. I hope not, fir, when you confider 
that in my ruin an innocent lady is involved, I 
think you will renew your protection, and-be.as 
you have ever been---a friend---a father to:me. 

Mifs Union. What right had:you to marry~that 
lady, when you knew fhe was betroth’d to my 
nephew, fir? 


Sir Charles. No reflections»on her, Madam---: 


cenfure me as you pleafe, but Lady Danvers has 
behaved fo generoufly, that if ’ve not a fortune 
to reward her virtue, Pll prove Ihave the {pirit 
to defend it !---Well, fir---what is your determi- 
nation ? 

Ap-Hazard (to Sir Charles), Afk old Geoftery 
Chaucer. (Pointing to the Buft).—--Afk him if the 
godfon won’t cut out the nephew ¢ 

Sir Charles. ’Tis too plain: I fee I am de- 
ferted, and Lady Danvers and myfelf muft part !--- 
Mrs. Seymour no doubt will receive her daughter 
home again, and from this hour PH trouble you 
no more. Farewell, fr! an unhappv marriage 
has been my ruin---may yours be more fortunate ! 

Sir Bamber. What do you fay, Charles ?-—-{tay--- 

Sir Charles. 1 forgot---if Colonel Orville fhould 
arreft me for the large debt Lowe him, may I afk 
your affiftance in confinement ?---I never had any 
thing but what refulted from your bounty, and it 
will not be robbing a new heir to fupport an old 
friend in a prifen !---Now to Mrs. Seymour, and 
if fhe will but foften the afflictions of her daughter, 


I’) bear my own with patience !--- [ Hot. 
Sir Bamber. What, is he gone !---Pve a great 
nind 
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mind to call him. back and correct the prefs--- 
holloa, Charles ! 

Mifs Union. C To a Hazard.) Now’s the critical 
Samir -fhiea him the betts-deferibou it’s value--- 
it’s beauties---put him in a good humour, or it’s all 
over with you---C ome, Si Bamber,---never think 
of: an anpriceni nephew-—look at the buft---look 
at the image of immortal Chaucer! 

Ap- Hazard (with the bujt in his hand a). AY: 
here’s old Geoffery !---here’s the father of Englifh 
Poets !---look, fir-—does’nt this remind. you of 
Palamon and Arcite ?---the Flow’r of Curtefye ?--- 
the Affembly of Fools? 

Sir Bamber. The Knyghts Tale, and the Can- 
terbury Tales, and he money I -fhall make by 
my new edition ?---Oh! that for Charles !---(/nap- 
ping bis fingers,)---yow re my heir! the poffeffion of it 
will make me the envy of the Literati! the wonder 
of the Cognocenti!---the delight of the Dillet- 
tant! the I’m in an ecftacy!---let me--let 
me touch it. 

Mifs Union. Don’t, for Heaven’s fake---con- 
fider it’s antiquity !---the leaft touch will crumble 
it to atoms-------the day’s our own! (afide to Ap- 
Hazard. 

Ap-Hazard. (The buft fiill in bis hand). 1 defy 
Bahan now--m-( af de to ete Gulp wach poetry 
flowed from this mouth !---Wha Gy Berns flafh’d 
from thefe eyes !_--W hat fancy revel’d in this brain! 
---Ay: ay: this is none of your modern paper 
fkull’d authors---old Geoffery’s head is found--- 
found as——( bere be lets bis band fall on the bead, and 
part of it breaks to pieces )-—-damnation !--. what’s to 
pay? 

~ Mi/s Union. Pay !---the value of his eftate, for 
C4 you've 
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you've loft it.------Don’t fay a word, the more you 
talk, the worfe you'll make it. 

Sir Bamber. Finis ! 

Mifs Union. Go to Mrs. Seymour, and leave me 
to compofe him---what do you gape at ?---run down 
{tairs as faft as you can. 

Ap-Hazard. Run down ftairs!---Pm_ in fuch 
high luck, that I fhoud’nt be furprizd if I trip’d 
at the top ftep, and without touching a fingle 
ftair, fhot head-long into the ftreet !---its an un- 
lucky houfe, and the fooner I’m out of it the better 
---pacify him---try to make peace for me, and 
don’t fear my fuccefs with the widow ;. for if get- 
ting a wife, be getting into a fcrape, I fhall be 
married before the day’s out—Oh Fortune! For- 


tune ! wilt thou never fmile on me? [ Exit. 
Sir Bamber. Was there ever fuch a hopeful 


heir!—on his firit introduétion, he fqueezes 


‘my gouty hand-—calls me a curiofity—-breaks 
‘old Geoffrey’s head, and then. afks what’s to 


ay? 
fn Mi Union. Nay; its all accident; and you 
fhould rather pity than condemn his bad luck— 
give him another trial—befides, though the buf 
is broke, there’s {till the manufcript | 
Sir Bamber. True: there’s ftill Trickarinda— 


{till that ancient poem written by Dan. Chaucer, 


of which you are now miftrefs, but which I fhall 
poffefs the day you become Lady Bamber Black- 
letter. 


Enter Mrs. SEYMOUR. 


Mrs. Seymour. A bookfeller is waiting in the 
hall, fr——— 
Sir 
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Sir Bamber. Oh: Pll come to him.—At your 
interceffion, Mifs Union, I'll try a fecond edi- 
tion of this godfon, but if he don’t improve in 
his ftyle, Charles will get into my books I pro- 
mife you—Mrs. Seymour, good morning. 

[ Exit. 

Mrs. Seymour. My good friend, I’ve juft met 
Sir Charles Danvers—he tells me he. is com- 
pell’d to part with my daughter, and begs me 
to take her to my houfe again—I cannot en- 
counter it—indeed I cannot—the fight of her was 
once fo dear to me, that 

Mis Union. Can I affift ?---you know I am de- 
voted to your fervice. 

Mrs. Seymour. Ym fure you are: and as I can- 
not at prefent receive her under my roof, will you 
give her an afylum under yours ?---it will prevent 
her being a wanderer, and prove, though fhe has 
forgotten her mother, I can {till remember her. 

Mifs Union. Moft willingly: Pil go to the 
Hotel, and take her to my houfe this inftant— 
come, don’t fret about it, my dear friend---recol- 
le& you always faid, if fhe married again{t your 
confent, you'd marry too---think of Mr. Ap- 
WHazard---nay : I’m fure he’s a favourite. 

Mrs. Seymour. He is indeed---I refpe& him fo 
much for his generous conduct towards me, and 
alfo for his artlefs, uncontaminated mind; that if 
I do marry again, Mifs Union, he is the man of 
all others J fhall felect for my hufband. : 

Mijs Union. And you'd be right---he 1s the 
prettieft piece of pure innocence! Oh! if you 
had feen how the fimple fwain defcrib’d your 
charms to me!---how he kus’d the picture you 
eave him!---how he {wore if you didn’t have 
him, he’d take away his own life on the ipot 
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where he fav’d yours !---Come, come-++Men are 
ye fome ufé in the creation, and widows can’t 

rry too often+2-for if matrimony be a happy 
RAE you ought to’ prove, to us fpiniters, that 
you can’t have enough of 1t! ( Exeunt. 


SCENE--+-4a Apartment in Mrs. SEY MOUR’S 
Floufe. 


Enter Lady DANVERS, 


Lady. Oh, Sir Charles !---when I left this 
houfe for Scotland, what pleafures cid I not an- 
ticipate ?---And now to return anc find the doors 
fhut. againit. me: SULA ae the fervants have 
kindly admitted me, and here I will remain tll 
my mother comes home; then if Mr. Ap-Hiazard 
has’nt entirely, fopplanted me---but he has |_--] 
know her heart is: fo full of love for him, there 
is’nt room left for her unhappy Juliana! 


Enter Ap-Hazarp, baftily, 
Apy-Hazard (foflening the Lae door ) So---V’ve 


outrun him again---I’ve beat this great naval cha- 
racter a fecond time---he was the Jaft man I 
with’d to fee---of courfe the firft I met---full butt, 
face to face---and if he is’nt drown’d or preis’d, 
1 muft leave. London directly---never had man 
fuch infernal luck---(draws a chair and fits in 
it)---Yes; yes: you're in the old way, maiter 
Ap-Hazard 

Lady.. Ap-Hazard !---this 1s the very gentle- 
man. 

 Ap-Hazard. | can’t pay, him, an 

a duel !---( Sees Lady Danver Aa a 


dl 


d J dar’nt freht 
y 
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Divinity !---Oh! here’s trumps atlaft! (rifes)--- 
Madam! (lowing. ) 

Lady. Sir\ (curtfeing )---He feeths edo0d. tem- 
per’d, and if I apply to him, perhaps he may 
befriend me.---Sir, I am the unfortunate daughter 
of Mrs. Seymour, and as you are now fo high in 
her favour 

Ap-Hazard. Lady Danvers !---more hot-water 
by heavens !---My dear girl, I woud’nt have 
Mrs. Seymour fuppofe us téte-a-téte together---No 
.--not to be friends with the frefhwater Captain--- 
not to have Chaucer’s head whole again---not--- 

Lady. Nay, Sir, I only afk to live and die 
under my mother’s roof; and if I were in your 
fituation---and once f was fo happy, Sir---I would 
not refufe to affift you---come, come---I know 
you have a humane heart, and I fee---l fee you 
will make intereft for me! (Laying bold of bim.) 

Ap-Hazard, Fortune’s at work again !---She’s 
a fyren!---I’m now-on a trap-door, and in ten 
feconds I fhall fhoot down amidft ten thoufand 
furies---pity a poor traveller and let me go--- 
confider, if I get you into favour with Mrs. Sey- 
mour, I thall kick myfelf out of it---fo 1 won’t--- 
I won’t interfere for you. 

Lady, ( Still iaying bold of him) You muft---you 
fhall:---I am parted from my hufband, and if 
my mother does'nt receive me, who will ?---thisk 
how critical, how delicate, how. terrible is my 
fituation '--Oh !. you: fhall not leave me---look, 
on my knees / entreat you \--( kneeling to him.) 

Ap-Hazard. Damme there’s no ftanding kneel 
ing. (Kneels by ber) OQ you angel !|---if at this 
moment I. don’t love you far, far beyond your 
mother 
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Enter Mrs. SEYMOUR. 


Ap-Hazard. Holloe !---What’s to pay? 

Mrs. Seymour. Lady Danvers! Ap-Hazard !--- 
firft inform me, madam, what brought you here ? 

Lady. Aik your feelings, madam, 

Mrs. Seymour. And now, fir, what brought 
you here 

Ap-Hazard. Afk Fortune, madam.---Indeed its 
not my fault, for fhe knelt to me, and then when 

look’d in her face, and faw it was fo hand- 
fome---that is, fo like her mother’s--you compre- 


 herd——~ 


Mrs. Seymour. 1 do, fir---fhe has art enough to 
corrupt the moft artlefs.---Lady Danvers, an afy- 
lum is found for you--my friend Miis Union’s car- 
riage is waiting to conduct you to herhoufe, where 
you will meet with that protection you chofe to 
forfake in mine. 

Lady. To Mifs Union !---truft me with my 
enemy !---place me in the fame houfe wal Mr. 
Orville !---Oh, my mother ! 

Ap Hazard, Ym out of one ferape at Jaft 1-—-fo 


while the mother’s lecturing the daughter, Pll read | 


what accidents have befallen other unlucky dogs } 
—(Takes a news-paper out of bis pocket --goes to “the 
back part of the fagé--takes a chair, and fi ts with bis 
back turn d to the audience.) 

Mrs. Seymour. 1 am determined,-«the fervant 
will fhew you to the carriage---who waits there ? 
(Luter Tom Seymour. )---W hat do you want, fir? 

Tom. Vl) tell you when I’ve breath---that 
Welch fmuggler has fo winded me with chafing 
him---I won his money fairly, and if he don’t pay. 
and apologize, J’ll burn, fink, and deftroy him 

when- 
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whenever I come up with him---Juliana!---my 


“iter !--. 


Lady. Brother, intercede for me---I only afk 
for thelrer under my mother’s roof, and fhe refufes 
mie”, 

Tom. 1 know the reafon---fhe is going to be 
married. 

Mrs. Seymour. No matter, fir---I will be obey’d. 

Tom. Then look ye, Juliana; you fhall turn 
failor and live with me---we’ll fteer through life 
together, and you fhall fhare my honours and my 
profits! (Mrs, Seymour fmiles.)---Ay ; my profits, 
madam!---I’d have you know, next week I am 
going a Voyage of Difcoveries---all along the 
coaft, from Whitehall to Windfor. | 

Mrs. Seymour. Perhaps I don’t mean to marry 
at all, fir---if I do, I hope I fhall make a better 
choice than your fitter has done---not unite my- 


felf to a ruin’d gambler, like Sir Charles Danvers! 


no, the man I fhall felect, will boaft a pure un- 
contaminated mind, a faithful and an innocent 
heart, and one who never faw a gaming-table in 
his life. 

Tom. Mefs! I’?d be glad to fee fuch a fellow! 
but I fuppofe its like a fafter failor than the Sprightly 
Kitty---a thing not to be found. 

Ap-Hazard. (Still in the chair, with his back te- 
qeards audience )---Trumps!---Trumps! 

Tom. What’s this the uncontaminated gentle- 
man ! ; 

Mrs. Seymour. tis, fir. 

Ap-Hazard (not regarding them )---Oh! Game! 
Game ! 

Tom. Why, wind and tide feem both in his fa- 
your !---hollow ! father-in-law ! 


(Tom 
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(Tom fmacks him on the back---Ap-Hazard jumps 
up, and they meet face to face.) | 

Ap-Hazard.. What’s:to pay ? | 

Tom. W hat, is it you ?- is this the innocent faith- 
ful creature, that never faw a gaming-table ?-+-ha! 
ha! He is really the moft unlucky lubba living--- 
do you know, mother, laft night at hazard, he 
took twelve back hands running, and threw crabs 
to every one of them! and toffing up for guineas, 
he called tails, and it came heads twenty times 
following---damme, never call tails, papa--- 
never | 

Mrs. Seymour. ‘This is very extraordinary---Mr. 
Ap-Hazard, I had the higheft. opinion of your 
honour; and when I gave you my piéture 

Tom. Gave him. your picture! 

Ap-Hazard. To be fure fhe did=--look at it my 
undone fon-in-law (putting bis hand in his waiftcoat 
pocket) no; its not there---hang me, if ever: 
put my hand in the right pocket in my life---its 
here. 

Tom. No, its here!. (taking the miniature out of 
bis pocket and bolding it up) look at it, my undone 
father-i-law---I won it, of shint laft nieht at La 
Fleece’em’s, and never thought of looking at,it 
before ; but now I fee the family likenefs---there, 
take it, mother, and let it remind you, that parents 
ought’nt to turn their children adrift, for chufing 
a bad pilot, till they’re fure they could have found 
a better for them, themfelves. 

Mrs. Seymour. I fee, and am afham’d, of my 
credulity---Mr. Ap-Hazard, I defire we may never 
meet again---come Juliana---Vll go with you my- 
felf to Mifs Union’s, where if you conduct yourfelf 
with propriety for a few weeks, I will recal you to 

my 
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my houfe---to. my heart !—-banifh from my me- 
mory the errors of Lady Danvers, and once 
more be alive to the, virtues of my long-loy’d 
dauchter. 

Lady. Can you be fo generous ?---I’ll die e’er if 
a fecond time forfake you-—-and yet my mother-— 

Mrs. Seymour. Nay; nor you, my fon, neither 
of you muft doubt Milfs Union. 

Tom. Not doubt her !---for my part I don’t know 
ver, for except when the Thames 1s iroze over, 
am never at home. 

Mrs. Seymour. She is my deareft friend, and is fo 
fond ot your fociety (to Lady) that | muft keep my 
word with her---come---Mr. Seymour, let me fee 
you to-morrow---for you, Mr. Ap-Hazard, the only 
reparation you can make me, is to quit my houfe 
this inftant. [Exit with Lady Danvers. 

Tom. (after a paufe) Papa. 

Ap-Hazard. . Tommy,—was there ever fuch 


luck ? 


Tom. Luck! afcribe it to luck! its all owing to 


impudence, vice--- 

Ap-Hazard. There now ! this is always the way. 
When one man gets down in life and another gets 
up, the world exclaims, ‘ its all owing to good or 
bad conduét ;” I fay, its owing to good or bad 
luck; and I afk you candidly, when you were 
fhipwreck’d on the coaft of Batterfea, was it good 
luck or good management that made you land in 
feven inch water, noble Captain ? 

Tom. Come, there’s a great deal in chance to 
be fure, and as the tide is againft you, its unfailors 


like to add to your diftrefs---fo forget and forgive 
my boy! nay, you were merry enough juft now--- 
what was the good news, that made you cry--- 


iN 
*, Trumps! trumps !” 
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Ap-Hazard. 1 forgot that---there’s a card yet 
—(kiffes newfpaper )---fweet creature, I'll go to 
her direétly---look Captain, read that advertife~ 
ment. 

Tom. (reading newpaper ) «‘ Matrimony!---a Lady 
who has a heart to difpofe of, would be happy to 
unite herfelf to a man of fenfe and honour.” 

Ap-Hazard. ‘That’s me. 

Tom. (Reads.) She is indifferent about a for- 
tune, as fhe has two thoufand a year in a brafs- 
manufactory---apply to Mifs U------ , No. 402, 
Grofvenor-{treet.----N. B. She would prefer an 
officer in the army or navy.’’---Ay; that’s me. 

Ap-Hazard. You fee---Vll go direétly. 

Tom. No---you don’t--I'll go. 

Ap-Hazard. You go! 

Tom. Yes; Vil eo--don’t you fee fhe prefers an 
officer in the navy, and do you think Id fuffer 
my honour’d father to marry a woman made of 
brafs ?---no, no---I’]l go; and, if I fucceed, Ill not 


only return all the prize I took from you, but give 


you a third of her booty befide. 

Ap-Hazard. Will you? g gad! Iwant the money, 
not the wife, and as you’re fo fortunate'a fellow-—- 

Tom. And you fo unfortunate a one, that you’d 
fink a fhip. 

Ap-Hazard. A navy by heavens! fo its a bar! 
cain, Captain---we’ll go to La Fleece’em’s, where 
I’m to take ‘my featin my new uniform, and then 
you fhall vifit the Lady. — 

Tom. No, not till to-morrow---this is the moft 
important day in the whole year---the Vauxhall 
failing match, you rogue---the Sprightly Kitty is 
{ure of the Cup, and then think what‘eclat it will 


give my introduction. (Looks at bis watch) Oh! 
18 
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its time to be on board---fo go to La Fleece’em’s 
alone-—put on your new uniform---here’s fome- 
thing to warm the pockets with, (giving him money ) 
and now if you get into a {crape--- 

Ap-Haxard (putting money in his long purfe) § 
know how to get out of it--what’s to pay, noble 
Captain, what’s to pay? _ [ Exeunt. 


END OF ACT THE SECOND. 


ACT 
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A. GT, dia 


SCENE.——4n Apartment in Mifs Unton’s 
Houje. 


Enter Sip BamMper BLackLetTTerR and Lapy 
DANVERS. 


sir Bamber. Send for a Proctor, did you fay! 
---have vou applied to Mrs. Seymour? 

Lady. I have, fir, but there is_no end to my 
mother’s credulity----this morning I informed 
her, that Mifs Union wifh’d me to gain a divorce 


from Sir Charles, in order that I might marry 


Mr. Orville---nay :---that fhe had even fent for a 
Proctor to contfult on the fubjeét, and confequently 
that while I remain’d in this houfe, I knew I 
fhould be expos’d to one continued fcene of danger 
and of infult. 

Sir Bamber. Well!---and what was Mrs. Sey- 
mour’s an{wer ! 

Lady. That fhe difbelieved the whole ftory, 
and bid me beware how I accuf’d Mifs° Union 
falfely---ftay here I will not---I’d rather die than 


pafs another night under this roof---Oh, fir !---you: 


were once a friend to me. 

Sir Bamber. Sotam ftll---’m a friend to the 
whole fex---that is to the young part---for though 
Pm very fond of oli books, becaufe they fome- 
times fetch a great price, I’ve no attachment for 
old women, for they never fetch any price at all--- 
I tell you what---though I dare fay Mifs Union 
and Mrs. Seymour have both good reafons for their 

5 conduct, 
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conduct, yet there fhall always bea place in my 
y y 


hbrary for fuch a’ beautiful octavo as your Lady-. 


fhip---you fhall’come to my houfe. 

Lady. Will you be fo generous ? 

Sir Bamber. To be fure I will---od ! !---Charles 
is fomewhat in my books again, and if I could 
find the young runaway---where can he have hid 
himfelf ? 

Lady. 1 have not heard from him fince we 
patted, and if he knew how I regarded him--- 
Ah, fir!---but for Mifs Union’s influence, we 
might be ftill united---I not fuffering feparation! 
---nor he in danger of a prifon. 

Sir Bamber. Not a word againft Mifs Union---- 
fhe poffeffes the Chaucerian Manufcript---the dear 
delicious Trickarinda !---and now I think on’t-- 
if I’m found decoying you from her houfe fhe’ 
be fo offended---Oh Lord !-~I fhall lofe the 
darling treafure. 

Lady. Nay, fir!--Mifs Union need’nt know 
where I’m gone, nor that you are concern’d in my 


efcape. 


Sir Bamber. True :---if it could be manag’d--- 
let me fee---now for a plot---I’m well read in old 
plays and —-— I have it---are you not going to the 
Opera to night ? 

Lady. 1.am--I fit in Mifs Union's box. 

Sir Bamber. Then Vl meet you there and find 
a way to get off unfeen---it’s a modern plot, but fo 
much the better----like the plots in modern plays, 
it’s not hkely to be found out---(knocking at the 
door. )---T his is the Proctor, perhaps,---( Enter’ a 


Servant. )---Who is itt 
Servant. A ftrange gentleman, who wants to feé 
my miftrefs, fir. [ Exit. 
Sir Bamber. Ay ay :---it’s the Proctor-~-let us 
get 
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get out of the way—till we meet at. the Opera 
farewell !---Pll fecure your efcape, and if this god- 
fon---this what’s to pay Welchman, at our next 
meeting, {queezes hands and breaks heads, Charles 
fhall be my heir ftill. 

Lady. Sir, Iam all gratitude---adieu ! . 

Sir Bamber. Adieu!---its very odd what makes 
all the women fo fond of me? No---it is’nt-—-my 
literary reputation compels them to adore me--- 
I’m the Englifh Ovid !---’m a new edition of the 
Art of Love--- Sigh no more ladies, &c.” 

[Exit finging---Lady Danvers exit. 


Enter Miss Union and SERVANT. 


Mifs Union. No doubt it’s the gentleman from 
Doctors Commons----fhew. him up direétly— 
| Exit Servant. |---poor Mr. Ap-Hazard! I declare 
I quite pity him for his bad fortune, and pity is 
fo nearly allied to love---heigho!---oh! here’s 
the Proétor---now if we can bring about a divorce 
between Sir Charles and Lady Danvers, fhe and the 
large Cornwall eftate may be Orville’s ftill. 


Enter Tom Stymour and SERVANT. 


Tom. (Lhe newfpaper in his band). This is 
No. 402, and that’s your miftrefs, you fay. 


Mifs Union, Yes, fir,---you’re quite right---- 


pray be feated. 

Tom. Ma’am ! (/itting)---it’s her---it’s the Btafs 
Lady '- -now to ftrike her at once (afide)---I 
gain’d the Cup, Ma’am!---the Sprightly Kitty 
won eafy---I’il-tell you how it was Ma’am. 

Mis Union. Sir! 

Lom, Six veffels fet fail for the prize-—the 

Neptune 
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Neptune got the ftart and kept it---that is, as far 
as Milbank—there the Sprightly Kitty came up 
with her, and thén, ma’am, had you feen me at 
the helm !---laid her clofe to the wind---kept be- 
tween my antagonift and the fhore---got the 
weather-gage---caught a breeze—fhot over to the 
Lambeth coaft—tack’d---upfet a boat full of com- 
mon councilmen---dafh’d through the midle arch 
---brought her about---dropt anchor off the Pro- 
prietor’s barge---receiv’d the cup—guns firing— 
drums beating—the crew huzzaing !—Oh dam’me, 
ma’am, if you like officers in the navy, I’m the 
man. | 

M/s Union. This is very extraordinary—but now- 
a-days men of bufinefs are all men of pleafure— 
however, to the point if you pleafe—I fent for you 
about a divorce. 

Tom. What ! 

Mis Union. 1 fay, 1 fent for you about a 
divorce. 3 

Tom. And I came to you about a marriage. 

Mis Unicn. Marriage !—Lord he!p you!—its 
a proctor I want. 

Tom. No, no---its a parfon you want. 

Mis Union..Me ! ’tis’nt of myfelf I’m talking 
——’tis of a young couple who have lately parted--~ 
Sir Charles and-ady Danvers. . 

Tom. Sir Charles and Lady Danvers ! 

Mifs Union. Yes: 1 want my nephew to marry 
the lady, and therefore if you can put me in a 
way to manage a divorce---look !---(holds up a 
purfe)-~1 underftand feeing ! 

Tom. Pray---does Lady Danvers wih this ? 

Mifs Union. No---to be fure fhe does’nt—but 
what fignifies that?---Here---(ofering a purfe)--- 
Nay; nobody will know or blame you for it. 


Toms 
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Tom. (rifing.) Yes: there is one perfon wlio 
will both know and blame me for it. 

Mifs Union. Who 

Tom. Myfelf !---hark ye :---I don’t care a rope’s 
end for Sir Charles--but for Lady Danvers---for 
my poor Juliana! I would’nt add to her diftrefs, 
if you'd give me a three decker, and ballaft it 
with your own brafs !---fo that ( fnapping bis fingers ) 
for your two thoufand a year, and as for your 
heart---mifs !---I] don’t wonder you want to difpofe 
of it, for at night-time, tt muft be a damn’d 
troublefome meis-mate to you. 

Mifs Union. Why, what does the brute mean! 

Tom. Mean!—that you may advertile for a 
hufband every day in the week, and not even my 
cabin boy will have you—there—there’s your 
hand-bil—(giving ber the news-paper )—you may 
keep. it for ‘Tom Seymour—Yes : for the brother 
of Lady Danvers. 

_Mifs Union. The brother of Lady Danvers !— 
What! are you the famous failor I’ve heard fo 
much of ?—the mighty navigator who annually 
cofts his mother three hundred pounds, for damage 
done the fhipping in running foul of them !—Sir, 
fam Mrs. Seymour’s deareft friend, Mifs Union, 
and Tl inform ber 

Tom. You her dearet friend !—then blefs the 
Sprightly Kicty for keeping me Clear of the 
family acquaintance |-—¥Y ou inform her !—[ll go 
to her direétly—1’ll tell her about, your proctors, 
parfons, and divorces ; and if. ve not got a wife 
by the interview, I'll prove at leaft. that I have 
fav’d a fitter, —ay ; and expos’d a falfe friend by 
ri+-Your fervant———— 


— 


Entcr SERVANT. 


Servant. Sin Mr. AptHazard is below-——he 


defir’d 
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defir’d me to inform you, that he is in a hurry 
to go to the opera; and, as he is in want of ready 
money, he begs you or the lady will let him have 
» a hundred pounds on account. 

Tom. What, he expects to finger the brafs, 
does he? Tell him the lady means to keep it all 
to herfelf—Stay—TI’ll tell him myfelf. Look ye; 
if my mother don’t remove you from the com- 
mand of Juliana, I will!—fhe is my fifter—and 


may I never fire acannon, find an ifland, or make. 


a fortune by prize-money, if fhe fhall be run a- 
ground, while her brother has an arm to fteer 
with ! : [ Exit. 

Mis Union. I defy him; Mrs. Seymour will be- 
lieve nothing to my difadvantage, I’m fure—but 
what is all this? (looking at the newfpaper) I ad- 
vertife fora hufband! I who never pafs a day 
without an offer !—that have a lift of difcarded 
lovers as long as Pall-Mall !—that can marry Sir 
Bamber at a moment’s notice !—and here—to be 
{tuck up here amongft Piéture Galleries, Poney 
Races, Quacks, Conjurors ha! I begin to 
fufpe& now—it’s a trick—a ftratagem of Sir 
Charles or Lady Danvers ———— 


Enter ORVILLE. 
Mifs Union. My dear nephew, I’m fo glad 


you're come—I’ve received fuch a new provoca- 
tion from Sir Charles or his wife, that I have 
now no longer any motive for reftraining your 
conduct towards the lady—you may a& as you 
pleafe. | 

Orville. May I?—then I'll compel her to fue 


for a divorce—once in my pow’r, Pll anfwer for. 


forcing her to confent toa final feparation from her 
hufband: fhe is now in the next room, and 
D 2 Mi/s 
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Mifs Union. Hold—this houfe is facred on Mrs. 
Seymour’s account. To-night you will find her 
at the opera; but remember, whatever are your 
plans, I have nothing to do with them. 

Orville. I underftand—TIl not involve you— 
Oh! at the opera—I’ll take care to fecure her— 
(knocking) What's that knocking ?—In the paf- 
fase, too, when I enter’d, there was fuch a croud 
of ftrange figureshowever, I muft repair to the 
opera—till we meet there, good night. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Servant. Ma’am, here’s a Scotch gentleman 
fays he comes according to advertifement. 


More knocking, and enter another SERVANT. 


Servant. Ma’am, here’s a Frenchman afking 
for the lady who wants a hufband. 


More knocking, and enter another SERVANT. 


Servant. Ma’am, here are fix young Irifhmen. 
Mis Union. Six young Irifhmen ! mercy ! here’ll 
be the whole town prefently—lock the doors— 
fhut up the houfe, and, d’ye hear, tell the gen- 
tlemen, I don’t want a hufband—yes, tell them 


I do—but that inftead of having two thoufand a 


year, lowe thirty thoufand pounds—Come, Or- 
ville—Oh ! if I don’t match them all, fay ’'m no 
match-maker. | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE—The Coffee-room at the Opera Houfe—the 
Bar, with Women behind—Fruit, Ive, Lemonade, 
SC. ou th 


Enter three Orange Women. 


Firft Woman (fpeaking to the woman at the Bar.) 
A tumbler of water for General Symphony—he 
was ieized with hyfterics during the laft fone. 

Second Woman, A glafs of pine ice for the 
Duchefs of Prattle—the has talk’d herfelf into a 
hich fever. , 

Third Woman. Some jellies for Lord Totter— 
and here—fome hartfhorn for Lady Danvers, 
who has fainted away at the door of the coffee- 
room. 


Enter ORVILLE, 


Orville. Be quick, be quick, I tell you, or 
Lady Danvers will die—Curfe old Sir Bamber— 
to be handing her out of Mifs Union’s box at a 
moment—however, I tripp’d up his heels—took 
her from him, and, if fhe hadn’t fainted with ap-= 
prehenfion, by this time fhe had been fafe on the 
road to my country-houfe—(woman gives him 
hartfborn)—Now to revive her, and. then———« 
zounds! Sir Bamber again ! 


Enter Sir BAMBER BLACKLETTER, 


Sir Bamber. This opera-houfe is no houfe for us 
literary characters—Oh, Mr. Orville! I’ve been 


fo infulted—this inftant, as I was condugting Lady 
D 3 Danvers 


a ee : EE SE ee ae ee 
SC =. te see % ee ; 
Ni aE, REG 


“38 _ ° FORTUNE’s. FOOL. 


Danvers out of Mifs Union’s box, a bullying 


fellow feiz’d me by the arm—twirl’d me round 


like a T totum, and fent me head foremoft to the 
ground, as dead as old Chaucer. 
Orville. Well, fir, 1 hope you don’t fufpect me ? 
Sir Bamber. Sufpect you!—what the nephew of 
my dear Mifs Union ?—No, no—and yet it’s well 


I know your regard for me, for the_ fellow was 


drefs’d in a fimilar coat to your’s—though the 
paflage was dark, and we commentators are very 
fhort-fighted, yet Pll fwear the rafcal had on the 
uniform of La Fleece’em’s club. 

Orville. Very likely—I’m not the only perfon 


here in the uniform—there’s Sir Charles Dan- 


vers— 

Sir Bamber. Charles in the uniform !—he the 
ruffan!—Oh, the defperado !—Well! whoever 
it is, Mr. Orville, he has not only taken from 
me the iweeteft girl in England, but alfo the greateft 
curiofity in the whole world—my fnuff-box !|— 
my invaluable fnuff-box! which Charles the Se- 
cond gave Killigrew for his jokes, and which a 


~“pawnbroker gave me for fixty guineas—help me 


to fearch for h}m— 

Orville. Excufe me—I’m engaged—Now to carry 
Lady Danvers to my villa, and then fhe’s mine 
for ever! (afide) Good night, Sir Bamber; and, 
depend on’t, Sir Charles was your affailant. [ Exit. 

Sir Bamber. Charles my affailant !—then’ Ap- 
Hazard is my heir, and V’ll leave Lady Danvers to 
ftarve with her hufband. JI could forgive his 
taking his wife from me, but to knock me 
down, and fteal my Killigrew!—Oh !—they may 


‘both go to Scotland again—I’ve done with them 
'—]’ve—hah ! who comes here ?another man 


in the uniform! (ands afide) 
Enter 
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Enter Ap-Hazarp in the Uniform. 


Ap-Hazard.- Bravo, Mafter Ap-Hazard !— 
fince you’ve put on this uniform, you’ve come 
on amazingly—Mifs Union has exchang’d fuch 
elances with me, that there’s no doubt I fhall fin- 
ger the brafs yet; and croffing the paffage, I 
found fuch a valuable curiofity—fuch a divine 
fnuff-box—(takes a pinch of fnuff out of it, and 
puts it in his pocket)—ha! Bam! how are you, 
Bam? } 

Sir Bamber. Bam '—furely he can’t be the ruf- 
fian—what' brought you here, fir ¢ 

Ap-Hazard. 1 came to fee the opera, fir—but 
the thing’s impoffible—I hav’nt had a glimpfe of 
a fingle dancer or finger. 

Sir Bamber. And why, fir? 

Ap-Hazard. Becaufe the audience are the per- 
formers, and there’s nothing to be feen on the 
ftage, but foldiers, fcene-fhifters, prompters, and 
thofe pafteboard figures {tuck on to the fcenes, 
call’d men of fafhion—Do you know, Bam, in 
Wales we us’d to pay but fixpence to look ata 
wageon full of wild beafts—but here, at the opera- 
houfe, you pay half-a-cuinea to peep only at 
monkies. 

Sir Bamber. Hark ye, fir—didn’t you af- 
fault me jult now ? 

Ap-Hazard. Me affault you? 

Sir Bamber. Yes, fir—didn’t you take Lady 
Danvers from me? | 

Ap-Hazard.. Me!—no, no—I was rather un- 
fortunate in the. morning, but now I’m in better 
luck, and we’ll be better friends—give. me your 
hand—-no—not the gouty one—there—and now 
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Pil make you amends for fra€turing old Geof 
frey’s fkull—here—¢ pulling out a paper )—here’s 
fuch a literary treafure— 

Sir Bamber. Is there ?—let’s fee it. 

Ap-Hazard. Gently—no hurry—I_ iook upon 
you as the father of the literatimthe chief of com- 
mentators—the king of blue tockings- —and there- 
fore T’ll read to you an original itanza, written 
by Shakefpeare—written for one of the witches 
in Macbeth. 

Sir Bamber. An original ftanza for one of the 
witches !—Oh! let me hear. 


_Ap-Hazard. Ay—never, never publith’ d——= 
liften. 


( Reads.) 


Hinx, fpinx, the Devil winks, _ 
The fat begins to fry; 
Nobody at home but j jumping Jen, 

Father, mother, and I. 


Oe Coes 
With a black, and a brown fnout, 
Out ! Pout ! Out! . 


There !—1sn’t that genuine ? 


Sir Bamber. Genuine! Vl take my oath it’s. 


Shakefpeare’s l—Yes, yes, Charles was the ruf- 


fan—repeat it, my dear boy, repeat It—< Hinx,- 


fpinx— 
Ap-Hazard (taking fuuff.) “ The Devil winks” 


—~take a pinch (effering bim bis own fauff-box )— 


why what do you ftaré at?—take a pinch, I fay. 
Sir Bamber (fnatching the box from him.) It is! 


no it isn’t—-yes, it is—my own dear Killigrew-— 


Ch, you aecomplifh’ d villain ! 
Ap-Hazard, 
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Ap-Hazard. Villain!—I found it—I—— 

Sir Bamber. It’s all out now !—he was the af- 
failant, and Charles is innocent. Now ar’nt you 
a pretty fcoundrel !—At our firft interview, you 
break old Geoffrey’s fkull; and at the fecond you 
crack mine !—Look’ ye, you may return to Wales, 
for I'l adopt a printer’s devil—a compofitor—a 
fly-boy—any body, in preference to fuch a hinx- 
{pinx impoftor! | 

Ap-Hazard. What !—you give me up, do you? 

Sir Bamber, Give you vp !—if it wer’nt for 
Mifs Union, I’d have you hang’d! 

_ Ap-Hazard. Well |—what then? 

Sir Bamber. What then ! 

Ap-Hazard. Ay, what then ?-—When a man 
has no luck in one world—damme it’s infupporta- 
ble! I’m tir’d out: and at this moment I’m in 
fuch a conflagration, that I could burn the theatre 
myfelf, and all the people in it.—Here—give me 
fomething cooling—ice—lemonacde — vinegar |—~ 
(goes up io the bar, and in bis burry breaks three or 
four glaffes). Very well !—** What’s to pay ?” 
—curfe 1t !|—** what’s to pay ?” 

Sir Bamber. Poor Lady Danvers !—I wonder 
what’s become of her: if I could find her, and 
make her amends——Heh ! here fhe is, and Or- 
ville with her ! 


Enter Lavy Danvers, frruggling with ORVILLE. 


Lady, (/peaking as foe enters). Sir, I infift—nay, 
I muft—i will be heard! Gentlemen, if you 
have any pity, protect me from this hypocrite. — 
Sir Bamber !—Mr. Ap-Hazard! you once fav’d 
my mother i in diftrefs, now extend your gallantry 
to her unfortunate daughter ! ! | 


Orville. 
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Orville. Pthat they'll neither of them interfere 


9 


for you; one’s too old— the other too daftardly— 
Ap-Hazard., Who's dattardly |——-I’ll_ interfere 
for her—or for any aaa for every body | 
Orville: Indeed |—What makes you fo mad- 
headed? 


POS ES & Wh: 
Ap-Hazard, What n 


it 
‘ ° 


makes one man ahi: 
man ?—another a-fuicide '—a thirdja.de reli 
Why de {peration ae ation !—-l’m chu 
of it at this moment! I.can’t'be worfe a) whan 
Jam, fo yield up t the lady, or elfe take hold of 
the corner of that ha indkerchici we ‘ll fight acrats 
it, muzzle to muzzle, Mr. Orvalle 
Orville. This interruption’s tedious 
Danvers, I tmfiit (laying hold of ber). 
Ap-Hazard, (ftanding before, them), Stops » fir 
I fee, you're one of thate PUPPIES; who a 
Joft all character, try to relieve it, by sobbing 
wamen of their ers and men of their lives— 
(here Orville produces piftols)—Ilf fo, there’s my 
eard—here’s my piftol—(taking one from Oruifle) 
——and, unlucky, as L am, Pll bet. twenty to ten 
my fhot againft yours—(prefents pifol).. Out of. 
the way, Bam, —out of the way! 
Orville. This is’nt a proper place to adjuft thefe 
matters in; you'll bring the audience to fee you. 
4Ap-Hazard. So much the better: (1 like te 
bring an audience to fee me: and the fuller the 
houfe, the more my acting will be applauded.— 
EG it we Cant BER here, we can fight 
ay to my lodgings-- 
( Orville paufes.). What ! she Fortune leave you 
yn the lurch ?—Look, ma’am—tlook at the lofing 
hero } 
Orville. Don’t fancy I'm afraid, fir: I don’t 
lice to leave the lady, that’s all. 
I Or 


Lady 
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Sir Bamber, (afide to Orville). Oh! I'll take 


care of her, upon my honour. 

Orville. What, you'll keep her fafe till I re- 
turn ?—then Pll go with him—there is no other 
way; and after all I don’t think he'll fight.— 
Come, fir, no delay Madam, I'll male an 
example of your champion; and when I come 
back 

4p-Hazard. Madam, he fhall never come back 
again } There’s no danger; if he will fight, 1 
won't: and the man who makes up his mind to 
one or to the other, is equally determined— 
(afide). Come along, fir. Bam, I’m re- 
folv’d Madam, he’s a dead man ! 

[ Exit with ORVILLE. 

Sir. Bamber. There they go—and now, my 
{weet octavo, we'll go too. I forgive the fellow 
every thing—I do; becaufe he has fav’d you from 
Orville, who I now fee was the real villain after 
all. 

Lady. Ah, fir!—but if Mr. Ap-Hazard fhould 
lofe his life ? 

Sir Bamber. Lofe his life!—blefs you: when a 
quarrel takes place at a theatre, it’s five to one 
they don’t fight; and if they do, it’s ten to one 
neither of them are wounded: But come, let’s 
to my houfe directly, and leave the people of 
fafhion to fleep over the opera by themfelves.— 
Do you know, Juliana, I’ve a great mind to give 
up literature, and learn to caper: I have, for this 
reafon—now-a-days, the worft dancer maxes more 
by his heels, than the beft author does by his 
head ! [ Exeunt. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 
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SCENE.---Cuthde of SIR BaMBER’S Houfe in Grof- 


venor Square. 


Enter Sin BAMBER and Lapy.DANVERS. 


Sir Bamber. Ay, ay: I told you how the duel 
would end. 

Lady, ad’nt we better enter your houfe, Sir ? 
»2-we may be purfued. 


Enter from the Houfe, SaMuUEL, 


Samuel, Oh Sir !---I’m glad you’re come home, 
Sir Bamber. Why, what’s the matter, firrah? 
Samuel. There’s been fuch a rumpus, fir !--- 
Mrs, Seymour’s butler has been here, afking after 
your Honour and Lady Danvers, 
_ Sir Bamber. Indeed ! 

Samuel. Yes.---They haye. been inform’d that 
you had carried off the lady from the opera.--~ 
There'll be blood fpilt ’m fure, for Mrs. Sey- 
mour and her fon, Mifs Union and her nephew, 
all vow revenge; and if Lady Danvers is found 
in our houfe 

Sir Bamber. None of your illuftrations, ae 
(Exit SamMueE..)---What’s to be done ?---Mrs. 
Seymour will perfecute, Orville and her fon infult 
me; and Mifs Union----’fdeath ! I thall lofe both 
her and Trickarinda——=no, no, fhe mus’nt be 
found in my houfe. 

Lady. ?'m forry to perplex you, fir; and if I 
knew how 

Sw Bamber. There 1s only one way---you muffs 

| recurn 
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return to Mifs Union’s: for I’d rather be accus’d 
of having written all the new novels of Jaft year, 
than prov’d to be author of your prefent elope- 
ment. Mercy on me! here’s one of our pur- 


fuers. (They go up the ftage.) 


Enter Ap-Hazarp, (the flap of bis coat torn). 


Ap-Hazard. Here’s luck now !---I receive an 
afignation from Mifs Union---keep on my beit 
drefs | 

Sir Bamber. Oh, its only you, 1s it? 

Ap-Hazard. 1 receive an affignation, I fay--- 
knock at the lady’s door---all joy and expectation 
---when a little f{quare terrier-fac’d fellow feizes me 
by the flap of the coat ; tears it afunder ; calls me a 
money-lender, himfelf a coach-maker, and {wears 
I {windl’d him out of a chariot worth three hun- 
dred pounds.---I explain; and he coolly walks 
off, faying he never faw one man more like an- 
other than I am to the notorious A. B. Curfe 
him! I muft go home, and refit mylelf for the 
affignation. | 

Sir Bamber, (ftopping him). Don’t you fee Lady 
Danvers ?---fhe’s all gratitude for your gallantry ; 
and, between ourfelves, fhe has made notes on 
your figure: fhe likes your title-page---your fron- 
tifpiece---mum---fhe’s fond of you. 

Ap-Hazard. They all are !---Oh, with the wo- 
men J’m always fortunate !---blels them! they 
never got me into a {crape. 

Sir Bamber. Didn’t they ?---you’re a luckier fel- 
low then than I thought you. 

Ap-Hazard. Never: they never lead any body 
into mifchief. ne 

Sir Bamber, No'----why here’s one of them 
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has put a full-ftop. to-all my flights in love and 
literature.----The fex never get you into diffi- 

culties, you fay? Pve a great mind to fix him 


with the care of Lady Danvers-- (afde)---I will. 
Hark’ye !---fhe’s in a particular fituation--- 
fhe wants a protector.- 

Ap-Hazard. A protector ! 

ir Bamber. Ay: don’t you know what a pro- 
tector is? 

“lp-Hazard. Oh!---a man who takes care of 
himfelf. 

sir Bamber. Come, that’s a new reading. 
She has no home, I tell you; and as I heard you 
fay you were going to your lodgings, will you 
take her under your arm? 

Ap-Hazard. Will I not! My dear Bam, 
always put yourfelf in Fortune’s way.----Madam ! 

Sir Bamber. Huth! Vl fpeak to her.———What 
a nanny-goat it is! --(a/ide.) Juliana ] 
ean’t keep my countenance---(/aughing) as 
you fee the danger of going to my houfe, and 
object to return to Mifs Union’s, I’ve thought of 
a fnug fhelf for you: a female relation of mine 
lives in the next ftreet, and this favourite of the 
ladies (fmiling at Ap-Hazard) here will conduct 
you---nay, he’ll fight for you, I warrant; though 
not a profe{s’d duellift, he can crack a fkull as 
well as any cudgeller in England. 

Lady. Sir, Pve no reafon to think Mr. Ap. 
Hazard will lead me into danger. | 

“p-Hazard. ‘There you’re wrong, madam; | 
never take a ftep without getting into danger: 
and fince I entered this inaufpicious town, I’ve 
got into every fcrape a man can get intO---except 
one. 

Lady, And what is that one ? 


Ap- 
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Ap-Hazard. A law-fuit}---Pve had no com- 
merce with the lawyers; although I’ve heard there 
are 200,000, I’ve efcaped them all: and that’s 
an equivalent for moft of my bad fortune.--- 
Come, let’s begone, madam.——I fay, don’t you 
envy me? 

Sir Bamber. 1 do: John Gilpin was nothing to 
you.---Stop though: treat her kindly---behave 
like a man of honour. 

Ap-Hazard. Honour !----now | think on’t, 
what’s become of Mifs Union ?---fhe’s waiting 
all this time, and Well! PU fee her fate, 
(pointing to Lady Danvers ) and then once more 
for the affignation. Lady Danvers, I’ve an 
arm to fight for you, a head to plot for you, and 
a heart to feel for you {_--and Oh, Sir Bam! 
“ there is atide in the affairs of men, which, 
taken at the flood, leads on to fortune :”’ I’m now 
at high-water mark, and this pilot will fteer me 
into fuch an ocean of luck, that henceforth my 
watch-word fhall be ‘* what’s to receive ?”” never 
will I afk “* what’s to pay?” again. 

[ Exit with Lavy Danvers. 

Sir Bamber. Ha, ha, ha!---Good luck to you. 
Now there’ll be no blood fpilt: I can tn- 
umph over Mrs. Seymour and her fon, and pre- 
ferve Mifs Union and Trickarinda. 


Enter Tom and Mrs. SEYMOUR. 


Tom. Where. is my fifter, fir ?--- You have 
decoy’d her from the opera, and taken me from 
an harpooning party at Putney, where the fifh are 
now waiting for me----Deliver her up this inftant, 
or by the regatta | {wear 2 

Sir Bam. None, of your pitch and tar here, fir! 
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~Mrs. Seymour, leaft this libellous report 
fhould injure me in Mifgs Union’s good o inion, 
I am conipelled to give up the real author at 
once----my hopeful heir is the gentleman.---Lady 
Danvers is this inftant gone with Ap-Hazard to 
his lodgings. 

Lom. Oh you old marauder !----what! follow 
the, track of Munchaufen?—-try to outfail that 
great difcoverer on the marvellous ocean ! All 
I know is, if Ap-Hazard has fteer’d off with the 
Juliana brig, there’ll be a pretty fmart engace- 
ment between her and the Union fire-fhip. 

Mrs. Seymour. Wold, fir !----hav’nt I told you 
not to reflect on that good woman ? 

Tom. And hav’nt I told you to refleét on that 
good woman?---I fay Mifs Union is a crazy 
veffel ; and as a proof of it, the fent Ap-Hazard 
a love-letter---he fhew’d it me; and may I never 
fet the Thames on fire, if I don’t think fhe is now 
in his cabin. Juliana’s a good cirl; and takes 
too much. after her brother, to a& in an unfailor- 
like or difhonourable manner. 

Sir Bamber. This is’nt to be borne! Mrs, 
Seymour, that you may be eye-witnefs of mine 
and Mifs Union’s innocence, will you go with me 
to Ap-Hazard’s lodgings ?—In the mean time, 
your illiterate amphibious fon here may examine 
my houfe. 

Mrs. Seymour. With all my heart—Come, fir. 

Sir Bamber, (to Tom). Mind though—wheri 
you enter the library, don’t fteal any of the ma- 
nufcripts. : 

fom. I fteal them!—pooh! they’re too heavy 
for the Sprightly Kitty: one cargo of black-letter 
ballaft would fink her and the whole crew, 

Mrs. Seymour. Will you never forego this aqua 
tic- 
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tit mania ?—will you never be ¢reditable to your 
family, or ufeful to your country ? 

Tom. Ufeful to my country >——I never had 
an opportunity of proving it. But Ill tell you 
what—if an enemy’s fleet appears off our coaft, 
Pll not trouble myfelf about the falt-water, be- 
caufe there are tight lads enough to take care of 
the Channel ; but for frefh-water, if they venture 
above bridge, only let rhe catch ’em in Chelfea 
Reach, and I and the Sprightly Kitty will give 
them fuch broadfides.—-Oh! we'll affert the dig- 
nity of old Thames; and, while we’ve a plank to 
{tand on, protect its fifheries, coal-barges, navi- 
gation, and trade. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE—Apr-Hazarp’s Lodgings; a Table, with 
Wine; two Chairs. 


Enter Ap-Hazarp and Lapy Danvers. 


Ap-Hazard, (in another coat), Now to meet 
Mifs Union—Good b’ye: order what you want. 

Lady. Don’t leave me, Tentreat you. 

Ap-Hazard. Not leave you!—I’m fure you'll 
pardon me when I confefs I’ve an affignation ; 
the lady has been waiting thefe two hours: and 
no wonder at it, for when I fet out for one place, 
I’m fo fure of arrtving at another, that the other 
day, when I meant to dine at Hyde-Park Corner, 
the drunken hackney-coachman fet me down at 
Shoreditch church. 

Lady. I only afk you to remain till the miftrefs 
of the houfe comes home.—Pray have you ever 
feen or convers’d with her ? 

‘Ap-Hazard, Saw her this morning; fhe brought 


me my bill; and becaufe I wasn’t fortunate enough 


to pay her, fhe bid me sick my lodgings. ae 
; ady, 
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Lady. Your lodgings !—furely Vm not des 
ceiv’d.——-Pray, fir, whofe room 1s this? 

Ap-Hazard. Mine, ma’am—thefe are my apart- 
ments. In the next room there lodges a dafhing 
young baronet: nobody knows his name ; be- 
caufe he is fo afraid of being tap’d on the fhoulder, 
that he has’nt ftir’d out fince he came.—Over 
head is an old Jady, who is all day fencing—un- 
Cerneath is a young one learning to play on the 
trumpet—in the the garret is a {pouting author— 
and over him is a nightly concert of mewing cat- 
erwauling lovers. 

Lady. Sir, anfwer me this queftion—is, the 
miftrefs of this houfe a relation of Sir Bamber’s ? 

p-Hazard. No, to be fure the is’nt—hang it, 
fhe may though; for now 1. recolle&t, Tye feen 
her roll up butter of her own making 3 in manu- 
icripts of his writing. Well, it’s too late for 
ah Union now; no doubt fhe has given me up; 

d fince you’ve been’ the caufe of my difappoint- 
ing one dear creature, make me amends by al- 
low wine me to make love to a dearer—one kifs— 

Lady. Don’t come near me, fir! 

4p-Hazard..1 thought you'd prove.a lucky ftar, 
and you have: m y heart forbodes fuch a fcene of 
good fortune—(ofers to kifs her) nay, if | 
don’t behave like a gentleman, may I never turn 
up an honour as long as I hive! 

Lady. Keep off, I infift, fir !—Is this your ge- 
nerofity ! Oh, Sir Charles Danvers !—Sir Charles 
Danvers !-what mifery has our union entailed 
upon me!-—what have I fuffered by forming an 
alliance, without confidering whether there was 
fortune or affection to fupport it. 

Ap-Hazard. i Charles. Danvers !—pooh |—] 
don’t care that for him: Tye turn’d him out of 

ene 
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one houfe already; and if he were here at this 
moment, I’d fay to him 


cy 


Enter Str CHARLES DANVERS. 


Sir Charles. Well, fir!—what would you fay to 
him 

Ap-Hazard., What's to pay ?-—-Nothing more, 
upon my word. 

Sir Charles. Being in the next room, and hear- 

ing my name, I came to {ee who utter’d it-———— 
Lady Danvers !alone—and in the apartments of 
my enemy ! What! becaufe he has fupplanted 
tie in my uncle’s affections, does he rival me in 
yours ?—-becaufe he is heir to a large fortune, 1s 
he. more worthy your regard, than a ruin’d, loit, 
unhappy hufbandt Speak ! 
— Lady. Sir Charles, your former good opinion 
I do not wifh to forfeit; and if not lov’d, I cannot 
bear to be defpis’d. I have been betray’d, here : 
firft, by the artifices of Mifs Union and Orville ; 
and next, by the treachery of your uncle and his 
friend. —-This is my juftification: and now isdge, 
whether he can atone for the lofs of a hufband, 
who till this hour I honour’d and efteem’d. 

Sir Charles. Fear me, fir !—What ul intentions 
urg’d you to attempt fuch daring villainy ? 

Ap-Hazard. I luck, not ill intentions, I affure 
you, fir.—A woman never led me into a fcrape 
before: and I thought by fticking clofe to an 
angel, to keep the devil at an acreeable diftance. 
— But I fee Love as well as Fortune makes a 
fool of me-—they’re both blind to my merits 
and fo good-night. 

Sir-Charles. Hold, firl—ftir not a ftep!—— 
Lady Danvers, misfortune, not hatred, parted us ; 
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and with my life V’ll guard you from your ei 
mies—Give me your hand Ah! you once 
gave it me 

Lady. | did: and if it be worth keeping, take 
it again, Sir Charles. Pve bought experience 
fince you left me; and I feel a pleafure in declar- 
ing, that were I fingle to-morrow, there is but 
one man on earth fhould have my hand and heart 
~—and that one, is Sir Charles Danvers, 

Sir Charles. 1s it poffible ?—You tranfport me ! 

p-Hazard. So the did me jut now. Take 
care, my fine fellow—take care !—-A man never 
has a cup-full of joy in one hand, but prefently 
pops a pail-full of forrow in the other. 

Lady. Vl make one: more appeal to my mo- 
ther; I have now a new tale to unfold to her z 
and if we can but convince her, and your uncle, 
of Mifs Union’s duplicity, we may be happy 
fill. Why that fich, Sir Charles ? 

Sir Charles. My debts have fallen into other 
hands: old Colonel Orville is dead: and my 
greateft foe is now mf chief ereditor.—Oryille is 
determined to throw me into prifon: and on his 
account I was driven to thofe rooms; for which I 
have now reafon to thank him; fince this inter- 
view has prov’d, my Juliana, that though divided 
by neceffity, we're {till united by dearer ties than 
matrimonial bonds—by mutual inclination—by 
difinterefted love. 

Lady. We are: and, but for our enemies, Sir 
Charles 

Sir Charles. Ay: but for them! ’Sdeath § 
when I think how you have been treated !——— 
However, let me lofe no time in conduéting you 
to your mother’s. Fl make at leaft one example 
among{t them—_eAnd you, fir mark me, fir! 

Wait 


FORTUNE'S FOOL. 52 


wait till I return; and then be prepared to give 
me fuch fatisfaétion as the honour of an injur’d 
hhufband demands ! [Exit with Lady Danvers. 

Ap-Hazard. An injur’d hufband demands !— 
very well—fire away, gentlemen!—if I had ten 
thoufand lives, I dare fay you’d take them all— 
they fhan’t, thouch—(draws a chair and fits in at) 
—Here I perch for life !—from this chair [ never 
{tir—here [ll wrap myfelf up like an owl in an 
old tree, and then—let the tempeft bellow round 
‘'me—Heigho! (looks at the wine on the table) 1 
fhould like to drink a glafs ef wine to raife my 
{pirits !—(gets half up) —No—I won’t budge—if I 
ftir, I know I fhall tread on that infernal piece of 
orange peel, flip down, and break my neck !— 
Plague on’t !—will there never come a turn in my 
favour ?>—will Fortune never—Vil fit crofs’d leg’d 
for luck——Ha !—I have it—if my pocket-book 
is’nt ftolen, there’s a bill of my father’s in it now 
due—here it is !—-I’ll touch the cath dire€tly—fet 
off for Wales to night—leave thefe Cocknies to 
fight it out by themfelves—laugh at having trick’d 
them, and fo—(as be is going enter Mi/s Union. ) 

Mis Union. And fo---make appointments with 
one lady, only to keep them with another !---let 
me bite my fingers for two hours, and be the 
whole time fighing here with Lady Danvers !--~ 
What have you got there ? a lift of affignations I 
fuppofe---(/natches the pocket-book from him)---V'\l 
teach you how to keep them! there !---(ears 
leaves out of the book, note, Sc.) 

Ap-Hazard, You've torn my father’s note! O 
Lord! What’s to pay ? | 


Mifs Union. (Knock at the door) Mercy! who's 


here ? 
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Enter a SERVANT. 


Servant. Sir Charles Danvers has juft fent,. fir, 
to defire you'll follow him to Hyde Park, and 
bring piftols with you, directly. Exit. 

Ap-Hazard. Vil come. Now I can get rid of 
this plague---and if I go near the Park---Oh! Pil 
flip thro’ all their fingers yet, 


Enter another SERVANT. 


Servant. Mr. Orville and his fecond are at the 
door in a poft-chaife, fir---and he fwears, if you 
don’t inftantly fet out for Hamburgh, he’ll poft 
you for a coward, [ Exit. 

Ap-Hazard. It never rains but it pours, 


Enter another SERVANT. 


Servant. Mrs. Seymour, and Sir Bamber Black- 
letter, fir---they fay you have carried off Lady 
Danvers, and if you don’t inftantly reftore her to 
her mother, your life muft anfwer for the confe- 

uences. 

Ap-Hazard. Very well :---fhew them up---only 
fay, my life is befpoke by fo many people, that 
if they don’t make hafte, I fhan’t have a bit of 
fleth left to peck at---(Servant exit.)---thisis the 
crifis ! 

Mifs Union. Heavens !---if they fhould find me here 
--Mr. Ap-Hazard---my dear Mr. Ap-Hazard--- 
only get me out of this {crape---Where fhall I hide 
mylelt ! | 

Ap-Hazard. (in a reverie)---In a brafs-mine ;--- 
for mé---Fil confult the ftars. 

Mifs Union. Confult the ftars, and let me be 
difcover’d---here they come, and I know they'll 
featch every hole and. corner to find Lady Dan- 
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vers 1---Where fhall I go ?---ha !---a window 
with a balcony !---I fhall conceal myfelf in that 
balcony, and if you betray me 


[Exit into balcony. 


Enter Sir BAMBER, and Mrs. SEYMOUR. 


Sir Bamber. Now, fir, produce the lady— 
reftore her to her unhappy mother—Why, what's 
the fool ftaring at?—look at me—look in my 
face. 

Ap-Hazard. 1 do—and a more ill-omen’d 
vifage never crofs’d me—there’s fatality in every 
furrow—a fcrape in every wrinkle, and a devi— 
O. U. T.—out, with a black and brown fnhout— 
out: pout: out, 


Enter Tom Seymour. 


Well, Sir—have you feen your fitter ? 

Tom. I have—I acquit you, Sir Bamber—You 
are innocent—But O'! you fountain of all ini- 
quity-—(laying hold of Ap-Hazard)—you rock— 
you quickfand—you whirlpool !—-how dare you 
decoy my fifter to thefe lodgings ! 

Ap-Hazard. The ftars foretel a watery grave— 
and lo!—here comes the mighty mafter of the 
art of finking to fhew me to the bottom—How 
did you feel when you were drown’d? 

Tom. Not half what you will when I fhoot you 
on my quarter deck—-Lady Danvers is in this 
houfe—lI have feen her. : * 

Sir Bamber. There |—now hav'nt I been libel’d? 
—-has’nt Mifs Union been-lampoon’d ?—and 
won’t I have you pillored, fir, for faying that 
yolume of virtue was in thefe apartments ? 


pie Lom, 
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Tom, 1 faid fhe fent this Tornado a love letter 
—-( pointing to Ap-Hazard)—and I’m fure fhe has 
brafs enough to—mefs !—don’t weep fo, mother: 
—I’m not us’d to falt water, and you'll make me 
cry too. 

Mrs. Seymour. 1 could have borne any thing but 


this—to fee my child difgrac’d l—-her reputation 
fulhed !—-Oh, my fon !— | | 

Tom. (crying.) Hang it!—I’m forry I faid J 
faw her, now; but looking up to fee if the wind 
blew fair for Putney, I fpied her in the bal- 
cony. 

Sir Bamber. In the balcony !—What there ? 

fom. (fill crying. )}—Yes: there that pirate has 
conceal’d my loft—unhappy fitter, 

Sir Bamber. Vl have her out. 

Lom. No—you fhan’t expofe her, 

sir Bamber. 1 will—to vindicate my own and 
Mifs Union’s character—(rhrows up window, and 
leads on Mifs Union. )—-This way, Lady Danvers 
-~-the devil !—my intended wife, 

4p-Hazard, What's to pay? 

fom. ‘There’s brafs for you! 

p-Hazard. Ha! ha! ha!—am not I the only 
unlucky one ?—have I got a companion in my 
misfortunes ?-—-Ha! ha! till this moment I ftood 
a.one—now here’s a joint paymafter l—(Sees Sir 
Bamber looking melancholy )—What! another un- 
lucky one !—Mrs. Seymour too !——Oh !-—if I ga 
to the bottom, here’ll be a jolly party to fink 
with me. 

Mrs. Seymour. Ym fo overjoy’d ‘to find my- 
daughter innocent, I have not pow’r to cenfure 
my falfe friend.—(to Tom.)—How came you, fir, 
to take this lady for your fitter ? 

Pe OK: Tom. 
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Tom. That’s what puzzles me—Mefs !—I don’t 
know whether it was the front of her I faw—for 
now-a-days women are fo bamboozl’d in their 
rigging, there’s no telling the ftem from the 
{tern.— 

Ap-Hazard. Your fitter is gone to Mrs. Sey- 
mour’s with her hufband ; and Mifs Union— 

Mifs Union. Sir—Vll fpeak for myfelf—Sir 
Bamber—Mrs. Seymour-—I came to thefe apart~ 
ments in fearch of Lady Danvers; and hearing 
mufic in the ftreet, I ftept into the balcony to 
liften to my favourite tune—an old fong of Chau~ 
cer’s—the nightingale and 

Sir Bamber. The cuckoo!—Oh! oh! oh! 

Tom. Come, papa—as we’re once more friends, 
let’s bear a hand together—let’s fteer to the club 
and drink Juliana’s health in a thoufand bumpers 
=—Good night, mother—and to fpeak authorically, 
don’t you think Sir Bamber and Mifs Union will 
bind up neatly together ? 

Ap-Hazard. Yes: and if he means to have 
prints in his edition of Chaucer, let me recommend 
for the frontifpiece, a view of the balcony !—Mrs. 
Seymour, you’re always welcome to your huf- 
band’s apartments—Bam, yours.—Coine, my noble 
fon-in-law——henceforth I'll not be troublefome to 
you, for now Fortune has found fombedy elfe to 
make a fool of, I hope fhe’ll give me a holiday ! 
—fhe’ll forget me, but dam’me, [ll remember 
her, as long as’vea memory! [Exit with Tom. 

Mifs Union. There’s nothing elfe, I believe, 
fo Pll follow—— 

Mrs. Seymour. Stay, madam—lI deferve what I 
have fuffered for my credulity, but my daughter 
has merited a happier fate, and I hope this leffon 


3 may 
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nay be learnt from your conduét and my own— 
that to make love a trade—to convert mar- 
riage into merchandize, and difpofe of a child to 
~ * 1 ait ie ry ° e 1 
the higheft bidder; is proftituting the nobleit 
paftion of the human heart. | Exeunt. 
Sir Bamber. Finis. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 


tA 


SCENE.—— Apartment at Mrs. Sey MOUR’S, 
Enter Mrs. Seymour and Ap-Hazarp. 


Mrs. Seymour. Lady Danvers to go out without 
feeing me! to quit my houfe fo foon after her re- 
turn to it, and then be found at Mr. Orville’s 
alone, and in clofe converfation with him °---tell 
me, fir :---you fay. you faw her there. 

Ap-Hazard. \ fay, my luck has turn’d---adieu ! 

Mrs. Seymour. Nay; are you going = 

Ap-Hazard. Directly---] want a fecond, and as 
the noble Captain’s not within, I muft feek one 
elfewhere--I am a man of honour now---I have 
fought Sir Charles---mean to fight Orville---fo good 
day. 

Mrs. Seymour. Fought Sir Charles Danvers! 

Ap-Hazard. To be fure--why, you know no- 
thing---I'll tell you how it was---he followed me ta 
La Fleece’em’s, and infifted on immediate fatif- 
faction---not being in luck--that 1s, my courage 
not coming when I call’d it, I demur’d---then the 
members rofe, lock’d the door, and call’d me a fhy- 
cock !---forced this piftol into my hand---when | 
found there was nothing elfe left for it, I fought 
like a lion; and now 1 am ready to fight any bocy, 
---man, woman, and child---but firft Pll fhoot your 
friend, Orville. | 

Mrs. Seymour. He is no longer a friend of mine 
---his perfecution of Sir Charles, who he means to 

arreft 
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arreft for the debt of ten thoufand pounds due to 
his uncle, would alone make me fhun him---but 
about my daughter, fir---did you fee her at Mr, 
Orville’s ? . 

Ap-Hazard. J did---I call’d to give him a hint, 
and feeing her alone with him, I retir’d---but | 
can’t ftay---I muft keep fighting while my hand’s 
in---adieu !---London improyes---fortune takes a 
turn, and come what will---exit a man of honour ! 

[ Exxze, 

Mrs. Seymour. Watt night I did not fee her, and 
this morning fhe rofe fo early---what’s to be done ? 
Pil go to Mr. Orville’s houfe, I’ll---hold---here fhe 
is---Pll obferve. (Stands a/ide. ). 


Enter Lady Danvers.---(Her hat and cloak on. J 


Lady. Mr. Orville has behav'd as J expected--- 
he us’d to profefs regard for me, but now I have 
put him to the proof, 

Mrs. Seymour (bebind.) To the proof! 

Lady. He treats me like an enemy. (Mrs. Sey- 
mour advances.)---My mother !---oh! thank you 
for reftoring your proteétion to me—thank you 
for the happieft night I have pafs’d fince J left 
you---and yet there is one thing—-I’m juft come 
from Mr. Orville, and he has us’d me moft un- 
kindly. 

Mrs. Seymour. Indeed ! 

Lady. Youus’d to praife him, mother, and with 
me to return his love. 

Mrs. Seymour, | did--my weaknefs is no apology 
for yours. 

Laay. No—~but I thought by reminding of former 
days---by faying that on your account I would try 
to regard him. | 

Advs. Seymour. Juliana, you'll break my heart--- 

after 
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after the ftrugeles we have both encountered, 
did expect we fhould part no more. 

Lady. And fhall we mother? 

Mrs. Seymour. What can { do ?---I could forgive 
you any thing, for life is agony without you--bur 
your hufband---how fhall I tell Sir Charles? 

Lady. Tell him !—-what ? 

Mrs. Seymour. Of your imprudence, your un- 
feeling condud. 

Lady, What conduct ? 

Mrs. Seymour. Have you not been alone at Or~ 
ville’s houfe ?---confefs’d--- 

Lady. Were you not my mother, I would not 
condefcend to anfwer you---yes madam; tell Sir 
Chartes, at the rifk of being infulted, I went alone 
to Mr. Orville’s---tell him I entreated, knelt, and 
wept to him---and if he afks the motive for all 
this, remind him of his own condué& laft night at 
Mr. Ap-Hazard’s, and tell him, that as you’ve ever 
taught me one act of generofity deferves another, 
your daughter fcorn’d to be ungrateful or out- 
done !---there, madam---read that paper. 

Mrs. Seymour (reading the paper.) “ Receiv’d of 
Lady Danvers, jewels to the value of five hundred 
pounds; in confideration of which, I promife not 
to take legal meafures againft Sir Charles Danvers 
for one month from this day.---Henry Orville.” -—— 
My child! my child! (embracing ber) was this the 
motive ? 

Lady. | had no more to offer, but if my life 
would fave him from a prifon, I'd lay it down with 
pleafure. 

Mrs. Seymour. Exalted girl !---and does he know 
your friendfhip ? 

Lady. tHe does, and will foon call to take leave 
of me+he is going abroad, and I hope Mr. Or- 

ville 
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ville will have no right to complain, fince by his 
exertions in another countrv, he will be more able 
to pay the debt, than by his being imprifon’d in 
this---will you fee him mother !--won’t you part 
friends with him ?---confider, one kind word will 
cheer him in his folitude, and ’tis the laft time 
he’ll ever intrude upon you. 


Enter Sir CHARLES DaNVERS. 


Sir Charles. Juliana, the carriage is. now waiting 
that conveys me perhaps for ever from you---Mrs. 
Seymour here !---I beg pardon. 

Mrs. Seymour. Sir Charles, where are you going? 

ue 7 1 i 5 

Sir Charles. Abroad, madam---that Lady has jet 
me a bright example, and the hope that I may one 


day repay her generofity, drives me to another 
country; where, by induftry and ceconomy, I may 
fo adjuft my affairs as to return to this country with 
wealth and honour.---Farewell. 

Mrs. Seymour. Stay, Sir Charles, my daughter 
has, indeed, fet a bright example !---an example, 
which not only you, but her mother may be proud 
to imitate !---I parted your hands---the leaft amends 
I can make is to join them, and if I’ve not the 
pow’r, Pll prove I have the wifh to ferve you--- 
Vil apply to your uncle---exert myfelf every way 
in your intereft, and, in atonement for my pait un- 
kindnefs, I'll henceforth know no happinefs, but 
in promoting yours. 

Lady. Will you? can you?---we fhall not then 
be parted. ) 

Mrs. Seymour. Never--I'll go inftantly to your 
uncle, and Gnce Mifs Union and Mr. Ap-Hazard 
no longer engrofs his attention---ha ! here’s my fon 
and Mr. Orville! you had better not be feen, Sir 

Charles ; 
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Charles; ftep into the next room; we’ll foon 
return and bring you welcome news. (Sir Charles 
exit.) 


Enter OnVitLeE and TOM SEYMOUR. 


Tom. Mum! he’s gone into dock, I fee. 

Mrs. Seymour. Mr. Orville; Pm this moment 
going to Sir Charles’s uncle, and if you’ll wait here 
till | return, all may be inftantly adjufted--Come, 
Juliana--if I fhould fail, we’ll join him in retire- 
ment, and all that I poffefs fhall be devoted to my 
children’s welfare. [ Exit with Lady Danvers. 

Tom. She fettle Sir Charles’s affairs !---why 
thefe women chop about like weather-cocks ; but 
Vm fteady ; firm as my own mainmatt! 

Orville. He has broke his agreement, and Pil 
break mine---if I once get him under lock and 
key, Lady Danvers may be mine at laft.---Sir 
Charles, (opens door) nay; we have feen you, 
fir. (Sir Charles enters) Come, fir, pay me the whole 
debt, or the bailiff below ftairs 

Sir Charles. You can’t be ungenerous; Mrs. 
Seymour is now gone to.my uncle. 

Tom. Pooh! he’s ftill fteer’d by Mifs Union ; fo 
call up the bailiff. 

Sir Charles. How! are you againft me? the 
brother of Lady Danvers! 

Tom. ’Tis on her account I am againft you, firs 
fince you put to fea with Juliana, [and the Sprightly 
Kitty hav’nt fail’d ten leagues together; therefore, 
put him under hatches, Orville; then one’ may 
ith or fight, or go on a voyage of difcoveries, as 
it fuits. 

Sir Charles. Hear me a moment, not on my 

| | own, 
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own, but her account } {peak ; we lately united 
again, and if our next meeting is to be in a prifon— 

Drone United again ! don’ t believe ity Mr. 
Seymour ; without HicRe 


Enter Ar-Hazanrp. 


Ap-Hazard. Oh! have I found you, Mr. Or- 
ville—hah! take your ground. 

Orville. Blockhead ! are you come to get into @ 
new {crape. 

4p-Hazard. J get into a fcrape! pheu! my luck 
has turn’d-+-will you fight? (to Orville)---or will 
you? (to Tom)---or’ you? (to Sir Charles) no, 1 
know you will, fo we’ll fhake hands; laft night ie 
was my deftiny to have no courage ; now it is my’ 
good fortune to have an overfiow ; therefore dif- 
patch, there’s your fecond, here’s mine, as I thought 
«--you're a fhy-cock. | 

Tom. Why, father, you’re a different man. 

4p-Hazard. Pm rot; Vm the fame man with 
different fortune ; do you fuppofe Alexander was’nt 
fometimes a. thy-cock ? yes, he had his nervous 
days, and Ihave had mine, hav’nt I, Sir Charles ? 
but now, fight me, do; pray fome of you fight 
me; here, I'll give any man ten guineas that will 


ficht me ! 
“Oruille. You interrupt us, fi; where are thefe 
bailiffs ? | 
Ap-Hazard, Bailiffs! oh! damme, they'll fight 
Bid 


rvuille (at fiage door.) Come up ftairs, and ar- 
ah Sit Charles. 
“p-Hazard. Arreft Sir Charles. 
Orville. Ay, Sir Charles Danvers, fir; have you 
any abjectton. 
Ap- 
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Ap-Hazard. To be fure 1 have——-what’s to 


pay! ) 
Orville. Pay ‘ten thowfand pounds. 

Ap-Hazard, 1s that all ?—only ten thoufand != 
pfha !«+when a man’s in luck, thoufands are units 
w—]?]] pav it. 

Orville. You !=—ha!++ha !——how ? 

Tom. Ay; how ?—in paper or gold? , 
 Ap-Hazard. Neither—in lead | (prefents piftols) 
by fhooting off the five fingers of the firft hand that 
offers to touch him-Jay hold of my arm, brother 
hero—when I had bad luck, I made the bad fhare 
it, now I have good, the unfortunate fhall partake 
of it; and there’s fuch a charm about me at this 
moment, that only touch me, and you'll be invi- 
fible to all bailiffs, bullies, and black-legs.==I be- 
hav’d ill to your wife, and you fought me 

Tom. Meis! how’s that ?—did he fight for his 
wife ? ‘a 

Ap-Hazard. He did; and I fought for her too 
fo here’s a pair of us—keep off— . 

Tom (ftanding before the ftage door.) No—you 
don’t—you fhan’t quit the room. . 

Orville (ftanding by Tom.) No=that you fhan’t 
—fhall they, my friend? | 

Tom. No—for you thall my friend (to Orville) 
—look ye, fir; in my mother’s abfence, I am 
mafter of this houfe, and while I thought Sir Charles 
was no friend to my fifter, I was none to him; but 
now I find I’ve been on a wrong tack, I’ll ftick to 
him, as long as the Thames flows, and I’m Lord 
High Admiral of it !—fo d’ye hear—cut—brufh— 
fcud—fet fail—thire off, or 

Orville, Sir, I thall perfift. , 

Ap-Hazard. Perfiftt!—-Oh!—he pufhes his bad 


luck, 
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luck, does he ?=<here (putting money in bis band, 


and foutting it.)—odd or even for a hundred. 

Tom. I tell you what—if you don’t weigh anchor 
this moment, I’ll force you and your Bailiffs into 
my long boat--heave you to. leeward .of the 
Sprightly Kitty, and open a broadfide upon you, 
that fhall blow you all from Chelfea to the Red 
Sea. 

Orville. Very well, firs---you fhall hear from 
me depend on’t---for you, Sir Charles, you aré 
my prifoner to a certainty---to-morrow morning Sir 
Bamber marries Mifs Union, and fhe’ll take care 
that neither you nor this booby fhall ever fee one 
fhilling of his property---fo,, now your luck’s 
turn’d again. [ Exit. 

Sir Charles. How! after the affair at Mr. Ap- 
Hazard’s, will my uncle marry Mifs Union? 

Tom. It’s all owing to the. Chaucerian Manu- 
{cript---to gain that he’ll marry her, though it 
were as certain fhe’ll fteer him to Cuckold’s Point, 
as that Columbus fifh’d out America, and I won 
the Vauxhall Cup---She fwore fhe came to your 
lodgings in fearch: of Juliana, and as to the affig- 
nation, fhe threatens to have you hang’d for 
forging it. 

Ap-Hazard. | forge it !---here it 1s---read--( gives 
them the letter). 

Tom. Why this is in blackletter !—pooh !—this 
is more like my old boatfwain’s hand, than Mifs 
Union’s. 

Sir Charles. ‘That’s her ufual trick—the writes in 
a difguis’d hand to avoid deteétion---’sdeath ! is 
there no way to puta ftop to this marriage ? ’twill 
doom me to perpetual imprifonment, involve Mrs. 
Seymour, and break the heart of Juliana. 

Tom. There is no way—l’ll bet ten to one--- 

Ap- 
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Ap-Hazard: Vll take any odds on any event, to 
any amount in fifties, hundreds; thoufands, mil- 
lions ! 

Sir Charles. Yow! lofe, Vl rifk my life, fir. 

Ap Hazard. Will you rifk your money, fir |— 
will vou lay the long odds !—twill be a noble 
hedge for you, and if each of you will bet me a 
hundred to ten— 

Tom. Vl) bet you a hundred to ten, you don’t 
upfet the marriage. 

Sir Charles. So will I. 

‘Ap-Hazard. Done | done !=now then it’s fettled 
—Bam lofes “his wife, and I win the long odds. 
Farevrell! follow- me to old Blackletter’s, and 
ll thew you what’s to pay, my boys ! [ Exit. 

Tom. Brother, 1 hope you'll forgive me—I’m 
forry I took part with that villain, for tho’ not a 
falt-water failor, I with to be as like one as I can— 
J make voyages and fleep in a hammock like a 
failor, I drink grog and chew tobacco, though I 
hate it, like a failor; I make love, tho’ Pm not 
overfond of that, like-a failor; I fing, dance, and 
fpend my money foolifhly, like a failor; and after 
copying them in all thefe things, fhall I do a dif- 
honourable aétion?—-No, dam’me, that wou’d 
not be like a failor. [ Awit with Sir Charles. 


SCENE.—— Room, at Sir BAMBER’S. 


Enter Str Bamser and Miss Union, followed by 
a SERVANT with a fmall green box.—Sir Bamber 
is trying to lay bold of the box, Mifs Union pre- 
venting bim. 


Sir Bambr. Do l behold thee ?—does that an- 
gelic little box contain my Trickarinda? 
K 2 Mifs 
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Mis Union. Fie! don’t be fo impatient, Sir 
Bamber. (Servant puts it on a table, and exit.) 
gently—before we open it, let me remind you of 
the terms—the only terms, on which you are to 
become mafter of this immortal manufcript—firft 
you are. to fign an agreement 

Sir Bamber I know it:—I am to marry you to- 
morrow, and fettle on you half my-eftate—now do 
Jet me have a peep—I wonder how fhe’s drefs’d 
~—in black leather and gold facings !or in sheets, 
perhaps— | 
» Mis Union. Secondly, ,you aré to bind yourfelf 
not to pay Sir Charles’s debts—thirdly, not to 
give your godfon—(Sir B. tries to open the trunk.) 
nay: you would’nt look:at the manufcript be- 
fore the fettlement’s fign’d—confider the lawyer is 
in the next room— j 

Sir Bamber. Oh! if you wait for lawyers it’s all 
over with me—lI fhall die—expire in all the agonies 
of an expecting lover—do—pray let me— _ 

Mui/s Union. Well! to fave your life—and I’ve 
no reafon for diftrufting you—here—( opening trunk 
and-taking out M.S. in a black binding )—here is the 
Chaucerian’ Manufcript,- found at Union Caftle, 
in Cumberland. imme 

Sir Bamber. Never mind where it was found— 
Pve got it—Oh ! how the touch thrills me ?—now 
for the title page.—(reads J——“ Trickarinde—A. 
“© Poem, full of witty and conceited mirth, written 
“* by Geoffery Chaucer,”—That’s. it-~—that’s .the 
true old ftyle—* witty and.conceited mirth !”’ 


Enter SAMUEL. 


Samuel. Lady Danvers arid’ Mrs. .Seymour-are 
coming up ftairs. 
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Mis Union. Coming up ftairs!—here’s effron- 
tery !—they want to break of the marriage—to 
perfuade him to pay Sir Charles’s debts—Sir 
Bamber, as you’re bufy, fhall I give them your 
anfwer. 

Sir Bamber. Do-—fay what you like—now for 
the contents. 

Mifs Union. And now for my triumph—though 
I could’nt bring about a match for Mrs. Seymour, 
fhe fhall fee I. can make one for myfelf—fhew me 
to them, fir. [ Exit with Samuel. 

Sir Bamber. (Sitting at the Table). Now for it 
—(reads )— On yon green bank where Tricka- 
rinda fleeps.’’—There’s a fubject for a painter— 
Il have fuch a picture gallery—fuch an exhibi- 
tion—I’ll begin advertifing arid puffing this very 
night—(/fits reading ). 


Enter Ap-HazarD. 


Ap-Hazard. Don’t tell me—I will fpeak to him 
—how my luck is turn’d!—coming here I faw a 
woman ftanding in the pillory—a female faro 
banker, who had cheated me out of thirty gui- 
neas—there was luck.—Then I call’d in at Wett- 
minfter to hear a great debate—that was over before 
{ came—there was luck !—So Bam.—I fought at 
laft you hear. (Sits by him). 

Sir Bamber (not regarding him ). & The wind 
«¢ laughs round her, and the water weeps !"—- 
The water weeps—there’s an original thought !— 
What modern author would have hit on fuch a fym- 
pathetic—fuch—what brought you here, fir?. 

Ap-Hazard. The long odds.—[ve taken two 
hundred pounds to twenty but I break off your 
match with Mifs Union—now as I know the ma- 

F 3 nu{cript 
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nufcript is your objec, I’ll thew you how to get it, 
without having a wife for the appendix !——hark’ye 
-—to fave your head—rifk your neck—tfteal it, 

Sir Bamber. Steal it ! 

4p-Hazard. Ay: it’s all in the way of your 
profeffion—now-a-days all authors are thieves, 
and if you’re detected ’twill be only call’da plagi- 
arifm youknow—fo put it in your pocket—go with 
me to Sir Charles—pay all his debts, and buy me 
a lottery ticket—only buy me a lottery ticket, and 
it’s the thirty thoufand toa certainty. 

Sir Bamber. Why what is all this !—leave the 
room, fir—begone direétly, or Ill order~ the 
fervants to throw you out of window. 

Ap-Hazard.' Blefs you!—I’m in fuch a train of 
luck that if you were to chuck me from the top of 
Weftminfter Abbey I fhould only light on the 
Treafury and walk off with my pockets full.—But 
fince you perfift in marrying Mifs Union, Yl fhew 
you another manufcripr—look here—here’s the 
Jetter that brought her to my lodgings. 

Sir Bamber. Letter of Mifs Union’s! 

Ap-Hazard. Ay ,—read Bam—read that aflig- 
nation. ; 

Sir Bamber. Affiignation !—Oh dear !—fhe con- 
vinc’d me that fhe went to your lodgings in fearch 
of Lady Danvers. —(reads letter )—“ Mifs Union 
requefts the company of Mr. Ap-Hazard”—I’m 
ealy—I’m fatisfied—the’s innocent, and you'll be 
hane’d for forgery, firrah. 

“p-Hazard.. Forgery | 

Sir Bamber. It’s not her writing—it’s more: liké 
my grandmother’s hand than Mifs. Union’s PIL 
fend for’ a peace officer—I’ll——no—I won’t-— 
Pil go on with the Poem,—( Returns to Table and 
reads.) | 
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Ap-Hazard. Fortune’s at work again—I fhall 
lofe the long odds after all—now my dear god- 
father, pray think of Sir Charles—pray think of 
his poor wife—and, above all, pray think of the 
balcony— 


1° 7 ° 
Sir Bamber (reading )— 


«* And lo! a monk all hallow’d from the cloytfter, 
«* Grey as the morn, and white as any oyfter.’? 


There again! white as any oy{ter—what a melting 
thought—T m fo tranfported—(here a leaf falls out 
of manufcript. ) 

Ap-Hazard. (picking it up) Give me leave, Sir 
Bamber-——Til do any thing if you'll only take pity 
on your nephew, and (locks at the leaf—then at the 
letter, and compares them together ) \t is !|—no |—yes ! 
—ha! ha! ha! (/eughing loudly.) 

Sir Bamber. Why, what’s the matter ?—what's 
the fool laughing at? 

Ap-Hazard. You were right—the letter is a for- 
gery, and the beft of the joke is—ha! ha!—I’ve 
found out who fore’d it. 

Sir Bamber. Who ?- 

Ap- Hazard. Chaucer !—Geoffery. Chaucer !—~ 
if he pen’?d that Poem, he pen’d this letter, for, 
damme, but they’re both written by one and the 
fame perfon '—look—every fyllable-—every letter 
is in the fame hand. 

Sir Bamber. How? in the fame hand ! (compares) 
So they are—the P.’s. Q.’s. O.’s.—they’re all the 
fame—why, what does this mean ? 

- Ap-Hazard. Mean! that you’re impos’d on ei- 
ther by Chaucer or Mifs Union; and I think its 
gore likely, that a live woman fhould forge 

Trickarinda, 
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Trickarinda, than that a dead man fhould fend me 
a love-letrer ! 

Sir Bamber. \ fee it all—I’m bambooz]’d—— 
Trickarinda’s a trick, 

Ap-Hazard. And Mifs Union is—— 

Sir Bamber. An impoftor—a juggler—worfe than 
the bottle-conjyror—tfhe’s loft my eftate. 

Ap-Hazard. And I’ve won the long odds—Oh 
luck! luck! luck’s every thing, | 


Enter Mifs Union, Mrs, Srymour, and Lady 


Danvers. 


Mis Union. Well, ladies! if you infift on feeing 
Sir Bamber, I can’t prevent it—So you really be- 
lieve that we’re not going to be married. 

Mrs. Seymour. Why, after what has paft, ma- 
dam . 

Mi/s Union, Very well—then be fatisfied—with 
your own eyes, behold him fign an agreement that 
gives me his hand, and ruins Sir Charles Danvers 
for ever—here, my life (to Sir B.) here is the fet-. 
tlement. 

Sir Bamber. Indeed! 

Mifs Union. Yes; my chuck !—it only wants 
your hand to finifh it—pray obferve; ladies. 

Sir Bamber. Ay, pray obferve ladies—fee how 
my chuck’s hand will finifh it !—thus I put an end 
to it, (tearing fettlement) thus I deflroy one moft 
nefarious manufcript. 

Ap-Hazard. And here goes anothere-here goes 
Trickarinda (tearing Trickarinda.) 

Sir Bamber, You're found out, madam—you and 
old Chaucer write the fame hand, do you? (Md 
Union belds down ber bead) Ay; ay ; you overfhot 
the mark there—fo now “ you may go fleep; 

“¢ while 
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while winds laugh round you, and the waters 
weep +” 


Enter Tom Seymowur and Sir CHARLES DANVERS. 


Tom. Bear a hand I tell you—the moment fuch 
a ftout veffel comes in fight, I know the old fhip 
will ftrike—Sir Bamber, I’ve brought him here to 
engage with you. 

Sir Bamber. You've done right; and I ftrike my 
colours my boy—Charles, Pll pay your debts— 
I'll fettle a third of my eftate on you and Juliana— 
and here, Mr. Hinx Spinx (to 4p-Hazard) that 
Fortune may no longer make a fool of you, Til 
make you a recompence for winning the long odds 
as you call it—IJl give you a handfome annuity 
during my life, and double it after my death. 

Ap-Hazard. Anannuity !—give me an annuity— 
damme, what’s to pay! 

Tom. I fay, Mifs Braffmine—here’s a divorce in 
reality. 

Mifs Union. Don’t talk to me, fir. 

Tom. Mefs!—had’nt you and the proctor better 
take a voyage together? Pll lend you the Sprightly 
Kitty---fhe has a nice little balcony, and if you think 
you fhall be tir’d of each other, take me to fteer - 
you that’s all—I’ll upfet a veffel with any man in 
London. 

Lady Danvers. Mifs Union, don’t you fee Mr. 
Orville beckoning to you? 

Mifs Union. 1 do, and Pll go make him join 
with all the lovers in my lift to fee juftice done 
me—don’t think I’m forry, Sir Charles, that you 
and your dear Juliana have made it up again?— 
No—I know what marriage is; and the more 

matches 
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matches there are amongft you, the more———Oh! 
I with you were all married. | [ Exits 

Sir Bamber. Holloa! had’nt: you better take 
Trickarinda along with you? (throws the binding 
after her.) 

Mrs. Seymour. Juliana, this is a happy hour— 
my fon, let me congratulate you: you too, Mr. 
Ap-Hazard—the reward you have receiv’d, is no 
more than your merit deferves. 

Ap-Hazard. Merit '—its luck ma’am. 

Mrs. Seymour, No, fir, much as we are rul’d by 
chance, we are govern’d more. by conduct. 

Ap-Hazard. Indeed! and muft we ftand upon 
our merit ? Not altogether, [ hope. <“* Ufe every 
man after his defert, and who fhall ’fcape whip= 
ping?” The lefs we deferve, the more merit is in 
your bounty. I’m in high favour with Fortune at 
prefent, but 


Leaft this propitious chance be but ideal, 

I with our friends around could prove it real ! 
Shew by your {miles a kind reward is nigh ; 
Call me not Fool, and Fortune I defy. 


END OF THE COMEDY. + 


EPILOGUE, 


WRITTEN BY M. P. ANDREWS, ESQ. 


SPOKEN BY MRS. MATTOCKS, 


(4 Chair, Table, and Lady's Work-bag.) 


On CE more I come, your favouring {mile to catch, 
Myfelf I offer now—fay, is’t a match? 

No partial flame I feel, for great or {mall; 

I love you roundly—and will take you all:— 
Perhaps you think me bold, to court the men, 
If fo, I do but copy nine in ten ; 

Like high-dreft miffes, to attract the beaux, 
Each grace of Art, and Nature too expofe ; 
Yet, as I only truft to mental charms, 

And bare no elbows, bofom, knee, or arms; 
My franknefs, I without a blufh may boatt, 
You can but fay, that I’m dare-faced at moft. 


But hold, true woman, fond of felfith prattle, 
I fight my own, but not our Author’s battle; 
He, trembling Dramatift, of Notoriety, 
To Speculation fears to add fatiety ; 
Oft he has tried your patience heretofore; 
Shall he not try it now a little more? 
Of that, and of your kindnefs, nothing loth, 
He gives you ample room to pra¢tife both :— 
Sweet Patience! long they exercife thy pow’rs, 
In other houfes, full as much as ours :— 
See anxious Trepidation, how it flufhes, 
The virgin member, with his maiden bluthes! 
He takes his feat (/its,down in chair) and all his troubles paft, 
The long expected moment comes at laft ;— 
He rifes (gets up) twirls his hat, hems, ftrokes his chin, 
Probes his cravat, and-ventures to begin: 


«« Sir, 1am fenfible’-—fome titter near him— 
« J fay, ’mvery fenfible’??—all, <« hear him, hear him’’— 
He bolder grown, for praife, miftaking pother, 
Tea-pots one arm, and fpouts it with the other-—— 
«© Once 
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¢¢ Once more, I’m very fenfible indeed— 

s¢ That tho’? we fhould want words, we muft proceed— 
«e And for the firft time in my life, I think— 

ec T think— that no great Orator fhould fhrink— 
«« And therefore, Mr. Speaker, I, for-one,; ! 

«© Will {peak out freely, Sir, and fo——I’ve done.’’ 


Peace to his eloquence——«to banifh that, 
Suppofe we have a little female chat.— 
Vulgar Mifs Bull, and Lady Serag Lopfidle, 
Whene’er they meet; their tongues are neverudle: 


Mifs Bull begins ———= 
«« Lauk, what a botnet! why, it looks quite fexryy, 
«¢ Its like a coal-fkuttle turn’d topfy-turvy ;” 


<< Its like fome heads then, Mifs—all fmokeé and fmother== 
*¢ So one good turn you fee, deferves another ; 
«« But your firdit-forward tafte, who can refaft ?”’ 


«© Some tafte, my Lady, feems to have a twift; 
«c If women will forget that they grow older, ~ 
«s And wear like children, ftraps atrofs the fhoulder ; 
« Why not like children, give them playful fmacks, 
se And let the ftraps be laid acrofs their baeks.”’ 


« Mifs, you’re fevere [fondly hug-— 
ss But here’s my comfort: (goes ana takes work-bag) this Ill 
«« Your favouriteswork?”——'« No, Mis, my favourite Pug— 
«¢ This is its kennel (sakes dog out of work-bag) oh, the pretty 
« How neat and elegart:in every feature! [creature! 
«© It drinks noyau,.and dines upon boil’d chicken, 

«© Byt ragou’d {weetbread, is it’s favourite picking— 
¢e Left the hot fun fhould tan the charming fellow, 
ss When it walks out, I carry this'umbrella ; 

«¢ But when cold frofty weather comes to nip it, 

*¢ It wears a little fpencer, and a tippet-——- 

«* Come, Pug to bed—Lord who could think it dear, 
« To pay five thillings for thee, every year ! 


Her La’afhip’s kindnefs muft be praifed, which brings 
Such ufeful leffons from fuch ufelefs things ; 
And Folly never can be out of date, 
While puppies may grow up to help the ftate——— 


If here, this night, Good-nature {miling rules, 
We thall be Fortune’s Favourites, not her Fools. 


| We 
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